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Advertifement. 

HE Poems of" the Divine Herbert ,,viii 
be round ili this edition more COlnplete 
than in any that hath heretofore appeared ; 
they were firflc printed at Cambridge in 
633, entitled " Tv. Tv.pIE Sacred Poems and 
Private Ejaculations, by George t Ierbert," with a 
preface of " The Printers to the Reader," by Ni- 
cholas Ferrar, who was ufually called ' The Pro- 
teflcant Saint Nicholas, and the pious Mr. Herbert's 
brother,' to which are added certain Latin and 
Greek poems. Of the Temple, it has been re- 
marked by his firflc biographer, the Rev. Barnabas 
Oley, that " He that reads Mr. Herbert's poems 
attendingly, (hall filide not only the excellencies of 
Scripture Divinitie, and choice patÏages of the Fa- 
thers bound up in meetre; but the doc'-trine of 
Rome altb finely and trongly confuted ; as ill the 
poems' To Saints and Angels,'' The Briti(ll Church,' 
' The Church Militant,' " &c 
Richard Baxter, in the preface to his Poetical 
b 
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Fragments (Lond. I681) çays: " Next to the 
Scripture Poems, there are none fo çavoury to me 
as Mr. George Herbert's and Mr. George Sandys's. 
I know that Cmvley and others far excel Herbert 
in wit and accurate COlnpoçure ; But (as Seneca takes 
with me above ail lais contemporaries, becautè he 
çpeaketh things by words, feelingly and çerioufly, 
like a man that is part jeft, fo) Herbert çpeaks to 
God like one that really believeth a God, and whoçe 
butinefs in this xvorld is lnOR with God. Heart- 
work and Heaven-work make up his books." 
Walton Rates that Herbert, on his death-bed, de- 
livered the Temple to Mr. Edmund Duncon, his 
executor, with the following in_junCtion : " ' Sir, I 
pray deliver this little book to my dear brother Fer- 
rar, and tell him, he thall find in it a pi&ure of the 
lnany çpiritual confli&s that have paffed betwixt 
God and my foui, belote I could çubje& naine to the 
will of Jefus my mater, in whoçe çervice I have 
noxv round perle& freedom ; defire him to read it, 
and then if he can think it may turn to the advantage 
of any deje&ed poor çoul, let it be ruade public ; if 
hot, let him burn it, for I and it are leçs than the 
leaft of God's mercies.' Thus meanly did this hum- 
ble man think of this excellent book, xvhich now 
bears the naine of Tn TeI., or Sacred Poems 
and Private Ejaculations; of which Mr. Ferrar 
would fay, there was the pi&ure of a Divine Soul 
in every page; and that the whole book was thch a 
harmony of holy paffions, as would enrich the world 
with pleafure and piety. And it appears to have 
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done fo, for there have been ten thoufand of them 
fold rince the fir9c impreflion."* 
In the lire of Dr. Donne, Walton fays :-- 
"" And in this enumeration of his friends, though 
inany muft be omitted ; yet that man of primitive 
piety, Mr. George Herbert, may not; I mean that 
George Herbert, who ,,vas the author of ' The Tem- 
ple, or Sacred Poems and Ejaculations,' a book, in 
which, by declaring his own fpiritual confli6ts, he 
hath co,nforted and raitèd many a de.jeed and dif- 
compofed foui, and charlned them into fxveet and 
quiet thoughts; a book, by the fiequent reading 

"* Izaak XValton publifhed his life of Herbcrt in I67o. In the 
fourth edition, 674 , XValton fays, that « there have been more 
than twenty thoulànd of them fold rince the firt imprefllon." The 
Temple was firt printed at Cambridge, I633 ; the fecond edition 
the faine year ; third edition in 634 ; fourth edit. 635 i fifth edit. 
638; fixth edit. 64x feventh edit. x656; eighth edit. 66o; 
ninth edit. 667; tenth edit. 674; eleventh edit. 678; twelfth 
edit. x7o3; thirteenth edit. I7o9; fourteenth edit. Britol, x799; 
fifteenth edit. Lond. 8o 5. In the Bodleian Library is a MS. for- 
merly belonging to Abp. Sancroft, and then to Bp. Tanner, enti- 
tled, « The original of Mr. George Herbert's Temple, as it was at 
firt Licenfed for the Preffe. XV. Sancroft ;" beautifully written 
in folio, the puncCtuation altered by Sancroft. Dr. Blifs fays, that 
the poems are the faine with thofe ed. x656 , on a flight collation, 
there does not appear to be any various readings, and but one tranf- 
pofition. On the title is the poetical dedication, and at the bottom, 
original autographs.--B. Lany Procan. Tho. Bainbrigg. M. XVren. 
Villiam Beale. Tho. Freman. There is alfo in the faine library 
the following in MS. " Mr. Herbert's Temple and Church Mili- 
tant, explained and improved by a difcourfe upon each poem, critical 
and praical, by Geo. Ryley,  7  5-" 
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xvhereof, and the afliPcance of that fpirit that feemed 
to int]ire the author, the reader may attain habits 
of peace and piety, and ail the gifts of the Holy 
Ghoft and Heaven, and may by ftill reading ftill 
keep thofe tZacred rires burning upon the altar of fo 
pure a laeart, as thall free it from the anxieties of 
the world, and keep it fixed upon things that are 
above. Betv«ixt this George Herbert and Dr. Donne 
there was a long and dear friendthip, ruade up by 
(uch a fympathy of inclinations, that they coveted 
and joyed to be in each other's company ; and this 
happy friendflfip was till maintained by many 
cred endearments." 
Of the Latin poems, three are appended to the 
original edition of lais Remains, two are found in 
the Lacrymae Cantabrigients and Epicedium Can- 
tabrigienfe, and three more are given from auto- 
graphs in the hands of the publifher. Some others 
were firft printed by Dr. Ja. Duport, Profeffor of 
Greek ila the Univertity of Cambridge, at the end 
of a finall volume,* containing other fimilar pro- 

* EcclefiaPtes Solomonis, Au&ore Joan. Viviano, Canticum So- 
lomonis : necnon Epigrammata Sacra per Ja. Duportum. Accedunt 
Georgii Herberti Mufle Refponforioe, &c. 66oE. In Duport's 
Mufoe Subfecivaî, &c. Camb. 676 , 8vo. are Latin verfes addreffed 
to Herbert ; alfo in a volume of Latin Poems by x.Vill. Dillingham, 
D.D. of Camb. 8vo. 678, are tranflations of rive of Herbert's, 
riz. The Church Porch» The Sacrifice, Providence, Charms and 
Knots, and Man's Medley. In the Poems of Daniel Baker, M.A. 
697 , will be found verfes " On Mr. George Herbert's Poems, 
called the Temple." Thofe by Craflaaw and Ford are printed at 
the end of the Commendatory Verres. 
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du&ions. They are introduced with this notice, 
" Epigrani,nata «uccd«m pro d[iplina EccloE« n«ltr« 
pologetica, aliuot abhinc anms corpta a Geo. 
Hererto, at uali et uanto viro et o«ta, uam 
pauca dicere ; grfi'rim cure eximiam çjus p;,'tatim 
admirabilis ingeniçfide con, titam lou«ur Temkm, 
uetur çemus, louetur ternitas. H«ec igitur car- 
mina, polira ad modum et elegantk,, 
r«, et uork g«nium plane redd«nt;a, qu,#i aur« 
coronidis (Zo¢n en Hom.) lçco rioribus attexere 
The xvorks of Herbert are hOt extenfive ; it bas 
therefore been thought advifable to infert in this 
volume every fpecimen which remains of him as a 
poet; although the reader of the prefent day may 
hot be difpofed to agree in the above eulogy on his 
Latin compofitions. The SYNaGOGVE, or the Sha- 
dow of the Temple, by the Rev. ChriRopher Har- 
vey, @ fir printed 64o, is retained in this edition. 
By the kindnefs of the Rev. Dr. Blifs, RegiRrar of 
the Univerfity of Oxford, the publither is enabled 
to add a Poem, afcribed to Herbert,ç entitled " a 
Paradox, that the ficke are in a better cale then 
the whole ;" and fome particulars of C. Harvey. 
The Notes by the late S. T. Coleridge, printed at 
the end of this volume, occur in a copy of the Tem- 

* See the advertifement before the Synagogue in this edition. 
1- From a MS. Colleion of Poems in the Bodleian Library, 
chiefly by Cambridge men, and written from 1647 to 1658. 
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pie which formerly belonged to him, and with whom 
it was a great favorite. He appears to bave con- 
templated editing a felecCtion, with a few flight alter- 
ations of the vertC 
The Greek and Latin poems entitled Parentalia, 
which, having been ditkovered too late for infertion 
in the former edition, were attached to the Remains, 
have, in this edition, been intCted iii their proper 
places: they were round at the end of a Sermon by 
Dr. Donne, on the death of Lady Danvers, the 
mother of G. Herbert. 
The protWWorks of Herbert contiR of the Prier 
to the Temple, Proverbs, Letters, &c. which are 
printed in a volume uniform with the Poems, vith 
the Lifc by Barnabas Oley and Izaak \Valton pre- 
fixed, and together form the entire works of Her- 
bcrt known to be extant. 

Piccadilly, 
June 3% 844. 
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Commendatory Verres. 

A Memorial to the Honourablc Gcorge 
Hcrbert, 

Author of the Sacred Poems, who died about anno  635.* 

EAD o'er thefe raptures with a curious eye, 
You muf conclude, this eagle foared high : 
Montgomery Caltle was the place where he 
Had his firf breathing and nativity. 
Of that mof noble houle this hero came, 
Who left the world this legacy of faine. 
Great faint, unto thy memory and flarine 
I owe all veneration, lave divine, 
For thy rare poems : piety and pen 
Speak thee no lefs than miracle of men. 
The graces all, both moral and divine, 
In thee concentre, and with thee combine : 

* In the Regif[er of Fugglef[on and Bemerton, the following 
entry occurs, « Mr. George Herbert, Efq. Parfon of Fuggleffon 
and Bemerton, was buried 3 dav of Match, 63u." 
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Thefe facred leffons, fer to thy fweet lute, 
Was mufic that would make Apollo mute : 
Nay, ail thofe warbling chanters of the fpring 
Would fit half tome to hear Arion ring. 
What province hath produced a greater foul, 
Between the ar&ic and antar&ic pole, 
Thon Wales bath done ? where Herbert's church fhall be 
A lafing pyramid for him and thee. 
What father of a church con you rehearfe, 
That gain'd more fouis to God 'twixt profe and verfe ? 
What orator had more magnetic frains ? 
What poet fuch a fancy, pen, or brains, 
In our great hierarchy ? fhow me the man 
That fang more fadly thon this dying fwan, 
This bird of paradife, this glowworm bright, 
This philomel, this glory of the night. 
Seeing the deluge rage, the clouds f[ill dark, 
RefHefs below, return'd up to the ark, 
This facred dove, before he fcaled the fkies, 
Rarely fer forth, the world's great facrifice ; 
A melting poem, ail the ref fo high, 
That the dull world may learn to live and die. 
Never did pen humane, or earing brain, 
Exprefs or vent fuch a feraphic frain. 
You that are poets born, contend and f[rive, 
In fpite of death, dead Herbert to revive. 
Bring wreaths of larix, an immortal tree, 
To Salem's fàcred hill, for obfequy. 
Parnaffus' mount was never fo divine, 
To turn the mufe's water into wine. 
The Delphian poet went from thence to Rame, 
And there was entertain'd as major dame ; 
And though the bifhop and his clerks da boaf[, 
That old falfe prophet there doth rule the roaf. 
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_A_ laffing (pring of blood (prings near that bill, 
There he did barbe ; there you your phials fill. 
'Twill melt your hearts to view thofe defolations ; 
Yet from that (pring flows highef in(pirations. 
Therein your armais fuch encomiums bring 
To his memorial, as the doves in fpring. 
Such moan as Egypt's viceroy once did make 
_A_t _A_bel-Mizraim for his fither's (ake, 
Make your (hrill trumpets : flore that thorny bill 
Benhimon's valleys with amazement fill. 
To the fepulchre go, there facrifice 
The dit$illations of your hearts and eyes. 
\Vhen you depart, fall down, and kifs that land, 
Where once his mafer's (acred feet did tSand. 
No art or engine can you fafely truf 
To poli(h him, but his own f..cred dufL 
Nor can you paint or pencil him too high, 
That lived and died without an enemy ; 
That left behind him this admired tomb, 
But no Eli(ha in Eliah's room. 

xvii 

An Epitaph upon the Honourable George 
Herbert. 

"IT'OU weeping marbles, monuments, we truie, 
As well with the injurious, as the jufL 
When your great trut at lait flaall be refign'd, 
And when his noble duit (hall be refined : 
You (hall more gold, myrrh, frankincenfe return, 
Than (hall be round in great Augufus' urn. 
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He was the wondcr of a better age, 
The eclipfe of this, of empty heads the rage. 
Phoenix of Wales, of his great name the glory. 
_A_ theme above ail verre, beyond ail ftory. 
_A_ plant of Paradife ; which, in a word, 
Worms ne'er fhall wither as they did the gourd. 

Go, you unborn, bedew dear Herbert's tomb ; 
No more fizch babes are in Dame Nature's womb. 
No more fuch blazing comets fhall appear, 
Nor leave fo happy influences here. 
Go, thaw your hearts at his celeial tire, 
And what you cannot comprehend, admire. 

Go, you dark poems, dark even as the fkies, 
Make the fcales fall from our dark dazzling eyes. 
Mirrors were ruade to mend, hot mat out fight, 
Glowworms to glitter in the moflc gloomy night. 
About thofe glorious regions he is fled, 
Where once St. Paul was rapt and raviflned. 

Here a divine, prophet, and poet lies, 
That laid up manna for poflcerities. 
P. D. Efq. 

The Church Militant. 

THE Ch, urch's progrefs is a maferpiece, 
Limn d to the life, of Egypt, Rome, and Greece : 
Wherein he gives the conclave fuch a blow, 
They ne'er received from either friend or foe. 
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England and France do bear an equal fhare 
In his predi&ions, which rime will declare ; 
Here's height of malice, here's prodigious luft, 
Impudent lînning, cruelty, dittrutt ; 
Here's black ingratitude, here's pride and çcorn, 
Itere's damned oaths, that caufe the land to mourn ; 
And here's oppreçtîon, marks of future bane, 
And here's hypocriçy, the counterpane. 
Here's love of guineas, curçed foot of ail, 
And here's religion turn'd up to the wall : 
And could we çee with Herbert's eagle eyes, 
Without checkmate religion wet'tward flies. 
A mott lad çacrifice was ruade of late 
Of God's poor lambs by Phariçaic hate. 
For difcipline With do&rine fo to jar, 
Was jutt like bringing juftice to the bar. 
"Vas it the will, or judgment, or commands, 
Of the great pilot for to paçs the çands ; 
Vell may we hopc, that our quick-fighted t'rate 
Will take God's grievance into a debate. 
Cathedral prietts long tînce bave laid about 
Hammer and tongs, to drive religion out. 
Her grace and majetty makes them fo fraid, 
They cry content, and fo eçpoufe ber mai& 
She's decent, lovely, chatte, divine they çay, 
She loves their çons, that ring our lîns away. 
Culd we but count the thouçands every year 
Thefe dreams conçume, the mulîc is too dear. 
When Eli's çons made luxury their god, 
Their widows named their pot'thumes Icabod. 
They both were flain, God's facred ark was loti, 
Though they had with it a mot't mighty hott. 
çVell may ingratitude make us all mourn ; 
Pearls we receive, poor pebbles we return. 

xi× 
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Now Seine is fwallowing Tiber ; if the Thames, 
By letting in them both pollute ber ftreams ; 
Or if the feers (hall connive or wink, 
Beware the thunderbolt ; Migremus hinc. 
O let me die, and hot furvive to fee 
Bcfore my death religion's obfequy. 
Religion and dear truth will prove at length 
The alpha and omega of our ftrength ; 
Out Boaz, our Jachin, our Great Britain's glory, 
Look'd on by owls as a romantic ftory. 
Our cloud, that cornes behind us in the day, 
Night's fiery pillar, to dire& our way. 
Our chariots, (hips, and horfemen, to withffand 
The fury of our foes by fea or land. 
Our eyes may fee, as bath been feen before, 
Religion's foes lie floating on the (hore : 
The head of Egland's church proud Babels, but 
Will faith defend, and peace will Janus (hut. 
Adverfus Impia. 
Anno 1670. 

Lines intended to be placed under 
Herbert's Portrait. 

EHOLD an orator, divinely rage, 
The prophet and apofle of that age. 
View but his Porch and Temple, you (hall fee 
The body of divine philofophy. 
Examine well the lines of his dead face, 
Thereir you may difcern wifdom and grace. 
Now if the (hell fo lovely doth appear, 
How orient was the pearl imprifon'd here ! 
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On Mr. G. Hcrbert's Book, 
Entituled, the Temple of Sacred Poems, 
Sent to a Gentlewoman. 
NOVq you faire, on what you looke ; 
Divinett Love lies in this booke : 
Epe&ing tire from your eyes, 
To kindle this his facrifice, 
When your Hands untie thefe ttrings, 
Fhink you bave an Angel by th' wings. 
One that gladly will bee nigh, 
To wait upon each morning figh. 
To flutter in the balmy aire 
Of your well-perfumed Prayer. 
Thefe white Plumes of his heele lend you, 
Which every day to Heaven will rend you : 
To take acquaintance of thefpheare, 
,And ail the filaooth-fac'd kindred there. 
And though Herbert's name doe owe 
Thefe Devotions, fairett ; know 
That while I lay them on the flarine 
Of your white Hand, they are mine. 
R. Cralhaw, Steps to the Temple 646. 

Lines with Herbert's Poems. 

HE Poet's now become a Priefl, and layes 
His Poem at your feet, expe&s no Bayes 
But your acceptance ; kind'le it with your eyes, 
And make this offering prove afacrifice. 
C 
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The Vefal tire that's in your breaf, will burn 
Up ail his droffe, and make it I»cenfe turne ; 
And then your fmile a fecond lire will give, 
Hee'l fear no death, if you but bid him lire. 
Pardon this bold ambition, 'tis his drift, 
To make the lltar fan&itie the Gift. 
Vifit this 'Temple, at your vacant houres, 
Twas IIerberts l'ocre once, but now ris Uours. 
Thomas Forde. Loves Labyrinth 66o. 



The Printers to the Reader.* 

HE dedication of this work having been 
ruade by the author to the Divine MaietI.. y 
only, hoxv lhould we now pretime to in- 
tereR any mortal man in the patronage of it ? Much 
lefs think xve ît meet to feek the recommendation of 
the Mules, for that which himfelf was confident to 
bave been infpired by a diviner breath than flows 
from H,'licon. The world therefore lhall receive it 
in that naked fimplicity with which he left it, with- 
out any addition either of fupport or ornament, more 
than is included in itfelf. We leave it free and un- 
foretIalled to every man's judgment, and to the 
benefit that he flaall find by perufal. Only for the 
clearing of fome paffages, we have thought it not 
unfit to make the common Reader privy to tbme 
few particularities of the condition and dil]olition 
of the perfon. 

* Pub!ifhed with firtt edition, Cambridge, 1633. 



xxiv TO THE REIDER. 
Being nobly born, and as eminently endued with 
gif.ts of. the mind, and having by induftry and happy 
education perf.eed them to that great height of. 
exce]lency, whereof, his Fellow(hip of" Trinity Col- 
lege in Cambridge, and his Oratorflfip in the Uni- 
verfity, together with that knowledge which the 
King's Court had taken of him, could make relation 
far above ordinary. QEitting both his deferts and 
all the opportunities that he had for worldly pre- 
ferment, he betook himfelf to the San&uary and 
Temple of God, choofing rather to ferre at God's 
Altar, than to feek the honour of State employ- 
ments. As for tho(e inward enforcements to this 
courtè (for outward there was none,) which many of 
thefe enfuing verres bear witnefs of, they detra& not 
from the freedom, but add to the honour of this 
refolution in him. As God had enabled him, fo he 
accounted hiln meet not only to be called, but to be 
compelled to this fervice : Wherein lais faithful dif- 
charge was fuch, as may make him juftly a com- 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or 
more for the age he lived in. 
To teftify his independency upon all others, and 
to quicken his diligence in this kind, he ufed in his 
ordinary fpeech, when he made mention of the 
bleffed naine of out Lord and Saviour, Jefus Chrift, 
to add, My Malter. 
Next God, he loved that which God himfelf 
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hath magnified above ail things, that is, his Word: 
fo as he hath been heard to make folemn protef- 
ration, that he would not part with one leaf thereof 
for the whole world, if it were offered him in ex- 
change. 
His obedience and conformity to the Church and 
the difcipline thereof was fingularly remarkable: 
Though he abounded in private devotions, yet went 
he every morning and evening with his family to 
the Church; and by his example, exhortations, and 
encouragements drew the greater part of his pa- 
riflaioners to accompany him daily in the public 
celebration of Divine Service. 
As for worldly matters, his love and ePceem to 
them was fo little, as no man can more ambitioufly 
feek, than he did earnePdy endeavour the refignation 
of an EcclefiaPdcal dignity, which he was poffeffor 
of. But God permitted not the accompliflament of 
this defire, having ordained him his inPcrument for 
re-edifying of the Church belonging thereunto, that 
had lain ruinated almoft twenty years. The repa- 
ration whereof, having been uneffe&ually attempted 
by public colle&ions, was in the end by his own and 
fome few others' private free-will-offerings fucceff- 
fully effe&ed. With the remembrance whereof, as 
of an efpecial good work, when a friend went about 
to comfort him on his death-bed, he made anfwer, 
Itis a good work, if it be fprinkled with the blood of 
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Chrijq : otherwife than in this refpec'-t he could find 
nothing to glory or comfort himfelf with, neither in 
this nor in any other thing. 
And thefe arc but a few of many that might be 
laid, which we have chofen to premife as a glance 
to fome parts of the enfuing book, and for an ex- 
ample to the Reader. 
We conclude ail with his own Motto, with which 
he ufed to conclude all things that might fecln to 
tend any way to his own honour, 

L2/ tban the h'afl of God's mercies. 

[NIcHOLAS FERRAR.] 



THE 
POEMS OF GEORGE HERBERT 



The Temple. 

The Dedication. 

Lord my firfl fru;ts prefent themfelves to tl)ee ; 
l'et hot mine neither : for from thee they cam G 
Ind mufl return. lccept of them and me, 
.,4nd ma*« us flriv«, whojhall fing befl thy Naine. 
g'urn their eyes hither, who jhall make a gain : 
Wheirs, who jhall hurt themfelves or me, refrain. 

I. The Church Porch. 

PERIRRHANTERIUM. 

HOU, xvhofe fweet youth and early hopes 
enhance [treafilre, 
Thy rate and price, and mark thee for a 
Hearken unto a Verfer, who may chance 
Rhyme thee to good, and make a bait of pleathre : 
A verre may find him, who a Sermon flies, 
And turn delight into a Sacrifice. 

Bexvare ofluR; it doth pollute and foui 
Whom God in Baptifin xvalh'd xvith his oxvn blood : 
It blots the leffon xvritten in thy foui; 
The holy lines cannot be underflood. 
Hoxv date thofe eyes upon a Bible look, 
Much lefs towards God, whofe lutl is ail their book! 

B 
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Wholly abRain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 
Allows thee choice of paths : take no by-ways; 
But gladly welcome what he doth afford ; 
Not grudging, that thy luit hath bounds and ftays. 
Continence bath his joy: weigh both; and fo 
If rottennefs have more, let heaven go. 

If God had laid ail common, certainly 
Man would bave been the enclofer : but rince now 
God bath impaled us, on the contrary 
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough. 
O what were man, might he himfelf mifplace ! 
Sure to be crol he would thift feet and face. 

Drink hot the third glafs, xvhich thou canft not tame, 
\¥hen once it is within thee; but before 
Mayft rule it, as thou lift : and pour the fhame, 
Vhich it would pour on thee, upon the floor. 
It is mort juft to throw that on the ground, 
\¥hich would throw me there, ifI keep the round. 

IIe that is drunken may lais mother kill 
Big with his tirer : he bath loft the reins, 
Is outlaw'd by hilnfelf: all kind of ill 
Did with lais liquor tilde into lais veins. 
The drunkard forfeits Man, and doth diveft 
All worldly right, tve xvhat he bath by beaft. 

Shall I, to pleafe another's xvine-fprung mind, 
Lofe all naine own ? God hath given me a meafure 
Short of lais can, and body; muft I find 



GEORGE HERBERT". 3 
A pain in that, wherein he finds a pleafure ? 
Stay at the third glafs : if thou lofe thy hold, 
Then thou art model% and the wine grows bold. 

If reafon move not Gallants, quit the room; 
(Ail in a fhipwreck thift their feveral way) 
Let not a common ruin thee intomb : 
Be not a beaPc in courtefy, but Pcay, 
Stay at the third cup, or forego the place. 
Wine above ail things doth God's Pcamp deface. 

Yet, if thou fin in wine or wantonnefs, 
BoaPc hOt thereof; nor make thy lhame thy glory. 
Frailty gets pardon by fibmiflvenet ; 
But he that boaPcs, lhuts that out of lais Pmry: 
He makes fiat war with God, and doth defy 
With his poor ciod of earth the fpacious fky. 

Take not His name, who ruade thy mouth, in vain : 
It gets thee nothing, and hath no excufe. 
Luflc and wine plead a pleafure, avarice gain: 
But the cheap fwearer through his open fluice 
Lets his foul run for nought, as little fearing : 
Were I an Epicure, I could bate tearing. 

When thou dort tell another's jel% therein 
Omit the oaths, which true wit cannot need : 
Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the fin. 
He pares his apple that will cleanly feed. 
Play not away the virtue of that name, 
Which is thy ber l%ke, when griefs make thee tame. 
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The cheapeR fins mof[ dearly punifla'd are ; 
Becauiè to flmn them alib is £o cheap : 
For we bave wit to mark them, and to il)are. 
0 crumble hot away thy foul's fiir heap. 
If" thou wilt die, the gates of hell are broad : 
Pride and full fins bave ruade the way a road. 

Lie not; but let thy hcart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy a&ions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies, and thofe that fear the rod; 
The ftormy working £oul £pits lies and froth. 
Date to be true. Nothing can need a lie : 
A fZault, which needs it mo, grows two thereby. 

Fly idlenet, v«hich yet thou canft not fly 
By drefiïng, mitIrefling, and conplement. 
If thofe take tp thy day, the Sun will cry 
AgaintI thee; for lais light was only lent. [thers 
God gave thy foul brave wings; put hOt thofe fea- 
Into a bed, to fleep out all ill weathers. 

Art thou a Magiftrate ? then be fevere" 
If ftudious ; copy f:air what time hath blurr'd; 
Redeem truth fi'om his jaws : if Soldier, 
Chafe brave employlnents with a naked fword 
Throughout theworld. Foolnot; forall mayhave, 
If they dare try, a glorious lire, or grave. 

O England ! full of fin, but moft of floth! 
Spit out thy phlegm, and fill thy breatI with glory: 
Thy Gentry bleats, as if thy native cloth 
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Transfufed a theepifhnefs inJo thy tory : 
1N-ot that they ail are £o ; but that the mott 
Are gone to grafs, and in the parure lot. 

5 

This lors fprings chiefly f,om our education. 
Some till their ground, but let xveeds choke their fon: 
Some mark a partridge, never their child's fafhion: 
Some flaip them over, and the thing is done. 
Study this art, make it thy great defign ; 
And if God's ilnage move thee not, let thine. 

Some great et}ates provide, but do hOt breed 
A mattering mind; fo both are loti thereby : 
Or elle they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave : this is fiat poverty. 
For he, that needs rive thoufand pound to live 
Is full as poor as he, that needs but rive. 

The way to make thy t'on rich, is to fill 
His mind with rett, before his trunk with riches: 
For wealth without contentment, climbs a bill, 
To feel thofe tempetts, which fly over ditches. 
But if thy fon can make ten pound his lneafure, 
Then all thou addett may be call'd his treafure. 

When thou dot purpofe ought, (within thy power) 
Be fure to do it, though it be but finall : 
Contancy knits the bones, and makes us Rour 
When wanton pleafures beckon us to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth himfelf: 
What nature made a flfip, he makes a flelf. 
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Do all things like a man, not fiaeakingly : 
Think the king fees thee î°till ; for his King does. 
Simpering is but a lay-hypocrify : 
Give it a corner, and the clue undoes. 
Who fears to do ill, rets himfelf to tafk : 
Who fears to do well, fure lhould wear a matk. 

Look to thy mouth : difeafes enter there. 
Thou haft two fconces, if thy ftomach call; 
Carve, or difcourfe ; do hOt a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kind to two; who talks, to all. 
Look on meat, think it dirt, then eat abit; 
And fay withal, Earth to earth I commit. 

Slight thofe who £y amidt their fickly healths, 
Thou liveft by rule. What doth hot lb but man ? 
tloufes are built by rule, and commonwealths. 
Etice the trufty tm, if that you can, 
From his Ecliptic line; beckon the fky. 
Who lives by rule then, keeps good company. 

Who keeps no guard upon himfelf, is flack, 
And rots to nothing at the next great thaw. 
Man is a flaop of rules, a well-truff'd pack, 
Whofe every parcel undcrwrites a law. 
Lofe hot thyfelf, nor give thy humours way : 
God gave them to thee under lock and key. 

By all means uie fometimes to be alone. 
Salute thyçelf: fee what thy foui doth wear. 
Dare to look in thy cheft ; for 'tis thine own: 
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And tumble up and down what thou find't there. 
Who cannot reft till he good fellows find, 
He breaks up houle, turns out of doors his mind. 

Be thrifty, but not covetous : therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. 
Never ,,vas fcraper brave man. Get to live; 
Then live, and ufe it: elle, it is hot true 
That thou hat gotten. Surely ufe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible tone. 

Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Even with the year: but age, if it will lait, 
Shoots a bow thort, and lettCs till his ttake, 
As the day leffens, and his lire with it. 
Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call; 
Before thy journey fairly part xvith ail. 

Yet in thy thriving ftill mifdoubt fome evil; 
Lel gaining gain on thee, and make thee dina 
To ail things elle. Wealth is the conjurer's devil; 
Whom when he thinks he bath, the devil hath him. 
Gold thou mayt fafely touch; but if it tick 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. 

What fkills it, if a bag of lones 
About thy neck do drown thee ? 
Take ftars for money; ftars not 
By any art, yet to be purchafed. 

or gold 
raire thy head; 
tobe told 

None is fo wafieful as the fcraping dame: 
She lofeth three for one; her foui, rel, faine. 
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By no means run in debt: take thine own meafi, re. 
Who cannot live on twenty pound a year, 
Cannot on forty : he's a man of pleafure, 
A kind of thing that's for itfelf too dear. 
The curious unthrift makes lais clothes too wide, 
And fpares himfelf, but would lais tailor chide. 

Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes feek, when xvorth and fervice rail, 
Would have their talc believed for their oaths, 
And are like elnpty veffels under rail. 
Old courtiers know this; thcrefore let out fo, 
As all the day thou maytt hold out to go. 

In clothes, cheap handfomenefs doth bear the bcll. 
XViti:lom's a trimmer thing, than thop c'er gave. 
Say not then, This with that lace xvill do well; 
But, This with my difcretion will be brave. 
/Iuch curioufnefs is a perpetual xvooing, 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing. 

Play hot for gain, but fport. \¥ho plays for more, 
Than he can lotWwith pleafure, lakes his heart : 
Perhaps his xvife's too, and whom fhe hath bore: 
Servants and churches alfo play their part. 
Only a herald, who that way doth pals, [glafs. 
Finds his crack'd name at length in.the Curch- 

If yet thou love game at fo dear a rate, 
Learn this, that bath old galneters dearly cott : 
Doflc lofe ? rire up: doflc win ? rire in that Rate. 
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Who ftrive to fit out lofing hands, are loft. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blowing up houles with their whole increatC 
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In Converfation boldnefs now bears fway. 
But know, that nothing can fo foolilh be, 
As empty boldnefs : therefore firft affay 
To ftuff thy mind with folid bravery; 
Then inarch on gallant : get fubftantial worth : 
Boldnefs gilds finely, and will fet it forth. 

Be fweet to ail. Is thy complexion four ? 
Then keep fuch company; lnake thcm thy allay: 
Get a tharp wife, a fervant that will lour. 
A ftumbler ftumbles leaft in rugged way. 
Command thyfelfin chier. He life's '`var knows, 
Whom allhis parlions follow, as he goes. 

Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not fpeak 
Plainly and home, is coxvard of the t'`vo. 
Think not thy faine at every twitch xvill break: 
By great deeds flew, that thou canft little do; 
And do them not: that thall thy wifdom be; 
And change thy temperance into bravery. 

If that thy faine with every toy be pofed, 
'Tis a thin web, xvhich poifonous fancies make; 
But the great foldier's honour ',vas compofed 
Of thicker ftuff, which xvould endure a flaake. 
Wifdom picks friends ; civility plays the reft. 
A toy thunn'd cleanly paffeth with the beft. 
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Laugh not too much" the witty man laughs leall: 
For xvit is nexvs only to ignorance. 
Lefs at thine own things laugh; lell in the _jell 
Thy perron lhare, and the conceit advance. 
Iake hot thy fport, abufes : for the tly, 
That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. 

Pick out of mirth, like llones out of thy ground, 
Profanenefs, filthinefs, abufivenefs. 
Thefe are the fcum, with which coarfe wits abound: 
The fine lnay t]3are thefe well, yet hot go lel. 
Ail things are big with_jePc" nothing that's plain 
But may be witty, if thou hall the rein. 

XVit's an unruly engine, xvildly llriking 
Sometilnes a friend, fometimes the engineer : 
Hall thou the knack ? pamper it not 'ith liking: 
But if thou xvant it, buy it not too dear. 
lXlany at}Cing wit beyond their power, 
Have got to be a dear fool for an hour. 

A lad wife valour is the brave colnplexion, 
That leads the van, and fxvallows up the cities. 
The giggler is a milk-maid, whom infe&ion, 
Or a fired beacon frighteth from his ditties. 
Then he's the fport : the mirth then in him relis, 
And the lad man is cock of all his jells. 

Toxvards great pertbns ufe refpe&ive boldnefs : 
That temper gives them theirs, and yet doth take 
Nothing from thine : in fervice, care, or coldnefs 
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Doth ratably thy fortunes mar or make. 
Feed no la'tan in his fins : for adulation 
Doth make thee parcel-devil in damnation. 

II 

Envy not greatnefs : for thou makeft thereby 
Thyfelf the worfe, and fo the diftance greater. 
Be hOt thine own worm: yet fuch jealoufy, 
As hurts hOt others, but may make thee better, 
Is a good fpur. Corre& thy paffion's fpite; 
Then may the beafts draw thee to happy light. 

When bafenefs is exalted, do llOt bate 
The place its honour for the perfon's fake. 
The flarine is that which thou dort venerate ; 
And not the beaft, that bears it on lais back. 
I care hOt though the cloth of State thould be 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapetry. 

Thy friend put in thy bofom : xvear his eyes 
Still in thy heart, that he may fee what's there. 
If caufe require, thou art his facrifice ; 
Thy drops of blood muft pay down all his fear; 
But love is loft; the way of friendlhip's gone; 
Though David had his )ronathan, Chrijt his )rohn. 

Yet be not furety, if thou be a father. 
Love is a perfonal debt. I cannot give 
My children's right, nor ought he take it: rather 
Both friends flaould die, than hinder them to live. 
Fathers firflt enter bonds to nature's ends; 
And are ber fureties, ere they are a friend's. 
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If thou be fingle, all thy goods and ground 
Submit to love ; but yet not more than ail. 
Give one el}ate, as one lire. None is bound 
To work for two, who brought himfelf to thrall. 
God ruade nie one man ; love lnakes me no more, 
Till labour cmne, and lnake ny weaknefs fcore. 

In thy Difcourfe, if thou defire to pleafe : 
Ail fuch is courteous, ufeful, new, or xvitty : 
Ufefilnefs cornes by labour, wit by eafe ; 
Curtet groxvs in court; news in the city. 
Get a good l}ock of thefe, then draw the card ; 
That fuits him bel}, ofwhom thy fpeech is heard. 

Entice ail neatly to what they know bel}; 
For fo thou dol} thyfelf and him a pleafire : 
(But a proud ignorance will lofe his rel}, 
Rather than fllow his cards) l}eal frolll his treatire 
What to ail< further. Doubts well-railC do lock 
The t]aeaker to thee, and preferve thy l}ock. 

If thou be Mal}er-gunner, fpend not all 
That thou canl} fpeak, at once; but hufband it, 
And give men turns of fpeech : do not forel}all 
By lavithnet thine own, and other's wit, 
As if thou madel} thy will. A civil guel} 
Will no more talk ail, than eat ail the feal}. 

Be calm in arguing: for fiercenefs makes 
Error a fault, and truth difcourtefy. 
Why thould I feel another lnan's miRakes 
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More, than his fickneffes or poverty ? 
In love I flaould - but anger is not love, 
Nor wifdom neither; therefore gently lnove. 

I3 

Calmnefs is great advantage : he that lets 
Another chafe, may warm lfi,n at lais tire : 
Mark all his wanderings, and enjoy his frets ; 
As cunning fencers fuffer heat to tire. 
Truthdwells hot in the clouds: the bowthat's there 
Doth often aim at, never hit the fphere. 

Mark what another fays : for many are 
Full of themfelves, and anfwer their own notion. 
Take all into thee; then with equal care 
Balance each drain of reafon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be with theln both : 
Share in the conquef, and confefs a troth. 

Be ufeful where thou livett, that they lnay 
Both want, and wifla thy pleafing preiknce itill. 
Kindnefs, good parts, great places are the way 
To compafs this. Find out men's wants and will, 
And meet them there.- Ail worldly joys go lefs 
To the one joy of doing kindneffes. 

Pitch thy behaviour low, thy proje&s high ; 
So fhalt thou hulnble and magnaninous be : 
Sink not in fpirit : who ailneth at the 
Shoots higher much than he that means a tree. 
A grain of glory mixt with hulnblenefs 
Cures both a fever and lethargicnefs. 
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Let thy mind Rill be bent, Rill plotting where, 
And when, and how the bufinefs may be done. 
Slacknefs breeds worms; but the (ure traveller, 
Though he alight fometimes, Rill goeth on. 
A&ive and Rirring fpirits live alone : 
Write on the others, Hcre liesjïuch a one. 

Slight not the finalleR lors, whether it be 
In love or honour; take account of all: 
Shine like the fun in every corner: fee 
Whether thy Rock of credit fwell, or fall. 
Who thy, I c«re hot, thotWI give for lotc ; 
And to inRru& theln, 'txvill hOt quit the coR. 

Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree; 
(Love is a prefent for a mighty king,) 
Much lefs make any one thine enemy. 
As guns deRroy, fo may a little fling. 
The cunning worklnan never doth refufe 
The meanefl: tool, that he lnay chance to ufe. 

Ail foreign wi£dom doth amount to this, 
To take ail that is given-; whether wealth, 
Or love, or language ; nothing cornes amifs : 
A good digeRion turneth all to health : 
And then as far as fair behaviour may, 
Strike off all £cores ; none are £o clear as they. 

Keep ail thy native good, and naturalize 
Ail foreign of that naine ; but tCorn their iii : 
Embrace their ac'-tivenefs, hot vanities. 
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Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will. 
If thou obfervePc Pcrangers in each fit, 
In time they'll run thee out of all thy wit. 

I5 

Aile& in things about thee cleanlinefs, 
That ail may gladly board thee, as a flower. 
Slovens take up their iock of noifomenefs 
Beforehand, and anticipate their laft hour. 
Let thy mind's fweetnefs have his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 

In Ahns regard thy means, and others' merit. 
Think heaven a better bargain, than to give 
Only thy fingle lnarket-lnoney for it. 
Join hands with God to lnake a man to live. 
Give to all fomething ; to a good poor man, 
Till thou change names, and be where he began. 

Man is God's image; but a poor man is 
ChriPt's Ptamp to boot: both images regard. 
God reckons for him, counts the favour his: 
Write, Sa much given to God ; thou filait be heard. 
Let thy ahns go before, and keep heaven's gate 
Open for thee ; or both may corne too late. 

RePtore to God his due in tithe and time: 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole ePcate. 
Sundays obferve : think when the bells do chime, 
'Tis angels' mufic ; therefore corne not late. 
God then deals bletfings : If a King did fo, 
Who would not haPte, nay give, to tC the flow? 
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Twice on the day his due is underfl:ood ; 
For ail the week thy food fo oft he gave thee. 
Thy cheer is mended ; bate not of the food, 
Becaufe 'tis better, and perhaps may lave thee. 
Thwart not the Almighty God : O be not crofs. 
Fait when thou wilt ; but then 'ris gain, not lors. 

Though private prayer be a brave defign, 
Yet public hath more promifes, more love : 
And love's a weight to hearts, to eyes a fign. 
We all are but cold fuitors ; let us move 
Where it is warmeit. Leave thy tix and feven; 
Pray with the moit: for where lnoit pray, is heaven. 

When once thy foot enters the Church, be bare. 
God is more there, than thou: for thou art there 
Only by his permiflion. Then beware, 
_And make thyfelf all reverence and fear. 
Kneeling ne'er t]oil'd tilk itocking: quit thy itate. 
All equal are within the Church's gate. 

Refort to Serinons, but to Prayers moit: 
Prayln s the end of Preaching. O be dreit ; 
Stay not for the other pin : why thou hait lof[ 
A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeit 
Away thy bleflings, and extremely flout thee, 
Thy clothes being fait, but thy foui loofe about thee. 

In time of fervice feal up both thine eyes, 
And rend them to thy heart; that fpying fin, 
They may weep out the itains by them did rire" 
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Thofe doors being thut, ail by the ear cornes in. 
Who marks iii church-tilne others' fymmctry, 
Makes ail their beauty his deformity. 
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Let vain or bufy thoughts have there no part : 
Bring hot thy plough, thyplots, thy pleafires thither. 
Chril purged his temple; lb mur thou thy heart. 
All worldly thoughts are but thieves lnet together 
To cozen thee. Look to thy a&ions well; 
For Churches either are out Heaven or Hell. 

Judge not the preacher; for he is thy Judge: 
If thou lniflike him, thou conceivefl: him hot. 
God calleth preaching folly. Do hot grudge 
To pick out treafures from an earthen pot. 
The worR l]3eak fomething good: ifall want fenlC 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience. 

He that gets patience, and the blefting which 
Preachers conclude xvith, hath hOt lo his pains. 
He that by being at Church efcapes the ditch, 
Which he might fall in by colnpanions, gains. 
He that loves God's abode, and to combine 
With faints on earth, fllall one daywith them flfine. 

Jeft not at Preachers' language, or expretIion " 
How know' thou, but thy tins lnade hiln miti:arry 
Then turn thy t:aults and his into confeflion : 
God lent him, whatfoe'er he be : 0 tarry, 
And love hi,n for his Malter : his condition, 
Though it be iii, makes him no ill Phyfician. 
C 
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None fhall in helI fuch bitter pangs endure 
As thofe, who mock at God's way of falvation. 
Whom oiI and balçams kilI, what falve can cure ? 
They drink with greedineçs a full damnation. 
The Jews refuçed thunder ; and we, folly. 
Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy ? 

SUlll up at night what thou hatt done by day; 
And in the morning, what thou haflc to do. 
Drefs and undrefs thy foui: mark the decay 
And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then wind up both, rince we fhaI1 be 
MotI çurely judged, make thy accounts agree. 

In brief, acquit thee bravely; play the man. 
Look not on pleaçures as they corne, but go. 
Defer not the leatI virtue : Iife's poor fpan 
Make hot an ell, by trifling in thy woe. 
If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains: 
If well; the pain doth fade, the joy remains. 
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 2. Superliminare. 
HOU, whom the former precepts bave 
Sprinkled and taught, how to behave 
Thyfelfin Church; approach, and tare 
The Church's myttical repart. 

Avoid profanenefs; corne not here: 
Nothing but holy, pure, and clear, 
Or that which groaneth to be lb, 
May at lais peril further go. 

 3. The Altar. 
BROKEN AtTAR, Lord, thy fervant rears, 
Made of a heart, and cemented with tears : 
Whofe parts are as thy hand did fralne ; 
Noworkman's tool hath touch'd the faine. 
A H E A R T alone 
Is fuch a fone, 
As nothing but 
Thy power doth cut. 
Wherefore each part 
Of my hard heart 
Meets in this frame, 
To praife thy naine: 
That, if I chance to hold my peace, 
Thefe fones to praife thee may hot ceafe. 
0 let thy bleffed S A c R I F I CE be mine, 
And fanify this A L T A R t0 be thine. 
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 4- The Sacrifice. 
H allye, who pafs ay, whofe eyes and mind 
To worldly things are flaarp, but to me blind; 
To me, who took eyes that I might you find: 
lUas ever grief like mine ? 
The Princes of lny people make a head 
Againft their Maker : they do wifh me dead, 
Who cannot wilh, except I give them bread : 
lKas ever grief like mine ? 
Without nie each one, who doth now nie brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian tiare. 
They ufe that power againft me, which I gave: 
1Uas ever grief like mine .ê 
Mine own Apoftle, who the bag did bear, 
Though he had all I had, did hot forbear 
To fell nie altb, and to put nie there : 
Il/as ever grief like mine ? 
For thirty pence he did my death devife, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize, 
Not hall fo fweet as my fweet facrifice : 
lUas ever grief like mine ? 
Therefore my foul melts, and my heart's dear treafure 
Drops blood (the only beads) my words to rneafure: 
o #t t,is «,,p p@, if it e t,y #e«fure: 
lUas ever grief like mine ? 
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Thefe drops being temper'd with a finner's tears, 
A Balfam are for both the Hemifpheres, 
Curing all wounds, but mine; all, but my fears. 
IlCs ever grtef like mme ? 

Yet my Difciples fleep : I cannot gain 
One hour of watching ; but their drowfy brain 
Comforts hOt me, and doth my do&rine Rain : 
IFas ever grief like mme .g 

Arife, arife, they corne. Look how they run! 
Alas ! what haRe they make to be ulldone ! 
How with their lanterns do they fcek the fun! 
IlCs ever gr'like mme ? 

With clubs and Raves they feek me, as a thief, 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief, 
MoR true to thofe who are my greateR grief: 
IlAas ever gref like mme ? 

)eudas, doR thou betray me with a kifs ? 
Canft thou find hell about my lips ? and mifs 
Of lire, juR at the gates of lire and blifs ? 
IFas ever gr,f like mne ? 

See, they lay hold on me, not with the hands 
Of faith, but fury; yet at their commands 
I fuffer binding, who have loofed their bands : 
IFas ever grtef like mne ? 

Ail my Difciples fly; fear puts a bar 
Betwixt my friends and me. They leave the Rar, 
That brought the wife men of the Eaft froln far : 
IFas ever grltf like mme ? 
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Then from one ruler to another bound 
They lead me: urging, that it was not round 
What I taught: Comments would the text confound. 
l/Kas ever grief like mine ? 
The Priels and Rulers ail falfe witneçs çeek 
'Gainft him, who feeks not lire, but is the meek 
And ready Pafchal Lamb of this great week : 
[/Uas ever grief like mine ? 
Then they accule me of great blafphemy, 
That I did thruft into the Deity, 
Who never thought that any robbery : 
l/Kas ever grief like mine ? 
Some laid, that I the Temple to the floor 
In three days razed, and raiçed as before. 
Why, he that built the world can do much more : 
1Kas ever grief like mine ? 
Then they condemn lne ail with that lame breath, 
Which I do give them daily, unto death. 
Thus zhl«m my firft breathing rendereth : 
lFas ever grief like mine ? 
They bind, and lead me unto Herod: he 
Sends lne to Pilate. This makes them agree; 
But yet their friendthip is my enmity. 
1Kas ever grief like mize ? 
H«rod and all his bands do let me light, 
Who teach all hands to war, fingers to fight, 
And only aih the Lord of hofts and might. 
kUas evcr grief like mbe ? 
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Herod in judgment fits, while I do ftand ; 
Examines me with a cent'orious hand : 
I him obey, who all things elçe command : 
l/Fas ever grief like mine ? 
The 'ews accule me with defpitefulnefs ; 
And vying malice with my gentlenefs, 
Pick quarrels with their only happinefs : 
l¢as ever grief like mine ? 
I anfwer nothing, but with patience prove 
If fony hearts will melt with gentle love. 
But who does hawk at eagles with a dove ? 
I/Uas ever grief like mine ? 
My filence rather doth augment their cry; 
My dove doth back into my bofom fly, 
Becaufe the raging waters fill are high : 
l/Uas ever grief like mine ? 
Hark how they cry aloud ltill, Cruci./ç¢ : 
It is hot fit he live a day, they cry, 
Who cannot live lefs than eternally : 
l/Pas ever grief like mine ? 
Pilate, a ftranger, holdeth off; but they, 
Mine own dear people, cry, lway, away, 
With noires confufed frighting the day: 
1/Fas ever grief like mine ? 
Yet ffill they fhout, and cry, and fop their ears, 
Putting my lire among their fins and fears, 
And therefore wifla my blood on them and theh's. 
I/Uas ever grief like mine ? 
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See how tifite cankers things. Thefe words aright 
Ufed, and wiIh'd, are the wor]d's light : 
But honey is their gall, brightnefs their night" 
l/Uas ever grief like mine ? 
They choofe a lnurderer, and all agree 
In him to do themtCves a courtet ; 
For it ",vas their own caufe who killed ,ne : 
lis ever grief like mme ? 
And a feditious murderer he xvas: 
But I the Prince of peace ; peace that doth pals 
Ail undcrttanding, more than heaven doth glafs : 
ll5is ever grzJ" like mme ? 
Why, Jhr is their only King, hot I" 
t Ie clave the ftony rock, when they were dry; 
But furcly hOt their hearts, as I well try: 
IlCs ever grf like mme ? 
Ah, how they fcourge me! yet my tendernefs 
Doubles each lath: and yet their bitternefs 
Winds up my grief to a myfterioufnet : 
IlAas ever grief like mme ? 
They buffet me, and box ,ne as they lift, 
Who grat]» the earth and Heaven with my fift, 
And never yet, whom I vould punilh, mitFd : 
IlCs ever grwf like mme ? 

Behold, they fpit on me 
\¥ho by my t]fittle gave 
Leaving his blindnefs to 
IlCs 

in fcornful wife; 
the blind man eyes, 
mine enemies : 
ever gr,ef like mme ? 
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My face they cover, though it be divine. 
As Mofi'«' face was veiled, tb is mine, 
Lef on their double-dark lbuls either flfine : 
lI7as ever grief like mine ? 
Servants and abjecCts flout me; they are vitty : 
Now prophefy vhojTrikes thee, is their ditty. 
So they in me deny themièlves all pity: 
IVas ever grief like mine ? 
_And now I am deliver'd unto death, 
Which each one calls for £o with utmolt breath, 
That he before me well-nigh £ufferetla : 
IlCs ever grief like mine .g 
Weep hot, dear friends, rince I for both have vept, 
When all my tears were blood, the while you flept : 
Your tears for your own fortunes thould be kept : 
lKas ever grief like mine ? 
The foldiers led me to the common hall; 
There they deride me, they abufe me all : 
Yet for twelve heavenly legions I could call: 
liras ever grief like mine ? 
Then with a fi:arlet robe they me array ; 
Which fhews my blood to be the only xvay, 
And cordial left to repair man's decay : 
IlCs ever grief like mine ? 
Then on my head a crown Of thorns I wear; 
For thetè are all the grapes Sion doth bear, 
Though I my vine planted and water'd there : 
IlCs ever grief like mine ? 
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So fits the earth's great curt'e in ./d«'« fall 
Upon my head; t'o I remove it all 
From the earth unto my brows, and bear the thrall : 
Il/as ever grief like mme .ê 
Then with the reed they gave to me before, 
They trlke my head, the rock from whence all tore 
Of heavenly bleffings iffue evermore  
H/as ever grief like mme ? 
They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail, khzg: 
Whatever fcoffs or fcornfulnefs can bring, 
I ara the floor, the fink, where they it fling : 
lYas'ever grief like mme ? 
Yet rince man's fceptres are as frail as reeds, 
And thorny all their crowns, bloody their weeds ; 
I, who ara truth, turn into truth their deeds : 
H/as ever grief like mme ? 
The foldiers alfo fpit upon that face 
Which Angels did defire to bave the grace, 
And Prophets, once to £ee, but round no place: 
H/as ever grief like mme ? 
Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout, 
Who Crucify hbn, cry with one ftrong flaout. 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries out" 
H/as ever grief like mme ? 
They lead me in once more, and putting then - 
Mine own clothes on, they lead me out again. 
Whom devils fly, thus is he toff'd of men" 
H/as ew'r grief like mme ? 



GEORGE HERBERT. 2 7 
And now weary of fport, glad to engrofs 
All çpite in one, counting my lire their loçs, 
They carry me to my mo bitter croçs : 
lCas ever grief like mine ? 
My croçs I bear myfelf, until I faint : 
Then Simon bears it for me by contraint, 
The decreed burden of each mortal Saint: 
as ever grief like mhze ? 
Man ole the fruit, but I mu climb the tree; 
The tree of life to all, but only me: 
Ias ever grief like mine ? 
Lo, here I bang, charged with a world of fin, 
The greater world o' the two; for that came in 
By words, but this by forrow I mu win: 
Was ever gri like mince ? 
Such çorrow, as if finful man could feel, 
Or feel his part, he would hot ceaçe to kneel, 
Till all were melted, though he were all eel. 
Was ever gri like mine ? 
But, 0 » God, my God/ why leave thou me, 
The Son, in whom thou do delight to be ? 
Never + gri@E [ike mbe. 
$hame tears my çoul, my body many a wound ; 
Sharp nails pierce this, but flarper that conçound ; 
Reproachcs, which are çrec, while I ara bound : 
l/s ever rief like mbe  
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Now heal thyfelf, Phyfician ; nov corne down. 
Alas! I did fo, when I left my crown 
And father's fmile for you, to feel his frown : 
lFas ever grwf like mme .ê 
In healing hot my£elf, there doth confif 
All that falvation, which ye now refiPc ; 
Your fafety in my ficknefs doth fubfiPc : 
lFas ever grief like mme ? 
Betwixt two thieves I t'pend my utmoPc breath, 
As he that for fome robbery fuffereth. 
Alas! what have I Pcolen from you ? death : 
H5s ever grlef like mme ? 
A king my title is, prefix'd on high; 
Yet by my fubjec2s I'm condemn'd to die 
A fcrvile death in fervile company : 
lP'as ever grtef like mme ? 
They gave me vinegar mingled with gall, 
But more xvith malice: yet, xvhen they did call, 
With Manna, Angels' food, I fed them all: 
lVas ever grtef like mme ? 
They part my garments, and by lot difpofe 
My coat, the type of love, xvhich once cured thotL Who fought for help, never malicious foes: 
lVas ever grzef like mme ? 
Nay, after death their q)ite fhall further go; 
For they will pierce my ride, I full xvell knoxv ; 
That as fin came, fo Sacraments might flow: 
IVas ever grtef like mme .ê 
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But now I die; now all is finifla'd. 
My woe, man's weal : and now I bow my head : 
Only let others fay, when I ara dead, 
Never was grief like mine. 

N 5- The Thankfgiving. 
H King of grief! (a title ftrange, yet true, 
To thee of all Kings only due) 
Oh King ofwotinds ! how thall I grieve for thee, 
Who in all grief preventeflc llle ? 
Shall I weep blood ? why, thou haR wept fuch Rote, 
That all thy body xvas one door. 
Shall I be fcourged, flouted, boxed, fold ? 
'Tis but to tell the tale is told. 
My Gad, ,,Ç Gad, w@ d thau partka,n ,ne  
Was/uch a grief as cannot be. 
Shall I then ring, ipping, thy dolcful ory, 
And ride with thy triumphant glory ? 
Shall thy rokes be my roking? thorns, my flowcr? 
Thy rod, my pot ? croff, my boxver ? 
But how then Ihall I imitate thee, and 
Copy thy fair, though bloody hand ? 
Surely I will rcvenge me on thy love, 
And try vho flaall vi&orious prove. 
If thou do give me vealth ; I will reore 
Ail back unto thee by the poor. 
If thou do give me honour; men thall fee, 
The honour doth belong to thee. 
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I will hot marry; or, if fhe be mine, 
She and her children (hall be thine. 
My bofom-friend, if he blafpheme thy naine, 
I will tear thence lais love and lame. 
One hall of me being gone, the reft I give 
Unto fome Chapel, die or live. 
As for thy pat-tion--But of that anon, 
When with the other I have done. 
For thy predeftination, l'll contrive, 
That three years hence, if I furvive, 
l'll build a fpital, or mend common ways, 
But mend my own without delays. 
Thon I will ufe the works of thy creation, 
As if I ufed them but for fa(hion. 
The world and I will quarrel ; and the year 
Shall hot perceive, that I ara here. 
My mufic flaall find thee, and every ftring 
Shall have his attribute to ting; 
That altogether may accord in thee, 
And prove one God, one harmony. 
If thou flaalt give me wit, it (hall appear, 
If thou haft given it me, 'tis here. 
Nay, I will read thy book, and never move 
Till I have found therein thy love; 
Thy art of love, which l'll turn back on thee, 
Oh my dear Saviour,.ViCtory ! 
Then for thy patiionI will do for that-- 
Alas, my God, I know hot what. 
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 6. The Reprifal. 
HAVE confider'd it, and find 
There is no dealing with thy mighty paflion : 
For though I die for thee, I ara behind ; 
My fins deferve the condemnation. 

0 make me innocent, that I 
May give a difentangled Rate and ffee; 
And yet thy wounds ftill rny attempts dcfy, 
For by thy death I die for thee. 

Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy eternal glory didft outgo me ? 
Couldft thou hot grief's lad conquefts me allow, 
But in ail vic2ories overthrow me ? 

Yet by confeffion will I corne 
Into the conqueP. Though I can do nought 
Againflt thee, in thee I will overcome 
The man, who once againtt thee fought. 

 7. The Agony. 
HILO S O PHER8 have meafured mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of feas, of fates, and kings, 
Walk'd with a Raff to heaven, and traced fountains : 
But there are two vaR, fpacious things, 
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The which to meafire it doth more behove : 
Yet few there are that round them; Sin and Love. 

Who would know Sin, let him repair 
Unto lnount Olivet; there fhall he fee 
A man, tb wrung with pains, that all his hair, 
His lkin, his garments bloody be. 
Sin is that Prefs and Vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt lais cruel food through every vein. 

Who knmvs not Love, let him affay, 
And tarte that juice, which on the crot a pike 
Did tC abroach ; then let him tlty 
If ever he did tatte the like. 
Love is that liquor t\veet and noflt divine, 
Which ny God tZeels as blood ; but I, as wine. 

N 8. The Silmer. 
ORD, hoxv I ana all ague, when I tCk 
What I have treafured in my melnory ! 
Since, if my foul make even with the xveek, 
Each feventh note by right is due to thee. 
I find there quarries of piled vanities, 
But threds of holinefs, that date not venture 
To fhoxv their face, rince crofs to thy decrees : 
There the circulnference earth is, heaven the centre. 
In fo much dregs the quinteffence is finall : 
The fpirit and good extra& of my heart 
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Comes to about the many hundredth part. 
Yet, Lord, reffore thy image, hear my call: 
And though my hard heart fcarce to thee can 
groan, 
Remember that thou once didf write in fone. 

N 9- Good Friday. 
MY chier good, 
How thall I lneafure out thy blood ? 
How fhall I eount what thee befell, 
And each grief tell ? 

Shall I thy woes 
Number according to thy foes ? 
Or, rince one Rar flaow'd thy firR breath, 
Shall ail thy death ? 

Or fhall each leaf, 
Which falls in Autumn, fcore a grief? 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be fign 
Of the true vine ? 

Then let each hour 
Of my whole life one grief devour ; 
That thy diRrefs through all may run, 
And be my fun. 

Or rather let 
My feveral fins their forrows get; 
D 
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That, as each beaf his cure doth know, 
Each fin may fo. 

INCE blood is fitteR, Lord, to write 
Thy forrows in, and bloody fight; 
My heart bath fore ; write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and rin: 

That when fin fpies fo many foes, 
Thy xvhips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy xvoes, 
Ail corne to lodge there, Sin may fay, 
No room for me, and fly away. 

Sin being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep poilCilon with thy grace ; 
Lef fin take courage and return, 
And all the writings blot or burn. 

  o. Redemption. 
AVING been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thriving, I refolved tobe bold, 
And make a fifit unto him, to affbrd 
A new fiall-rented leafe, and cancel the old. 

In Heaven at his manor I him fought : 
They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About fome land, which he had dearly bought 
Long rince on earth, to take poffeflion. 
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I ftraight return'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought hiln accordingly in great retbrts ; 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts: 
At length I heard a ragged noire and mirth 
Of thieves and murderers : there I him efpied, 
Who ftraight, 2ourfuit is grantat, faid, and died. 

 I I. Sepulchre. 
BLESSED Body ! whither art thou thrown ? 
No lodging for thee, but a cold hard ftone ? 
So many hearts on earth, and yet not one 
Receive thee ? 

Sure there is room within our hearts good tfore; 
For they can lodge tranfgrelqions by the tkre : 
Thoufands of toys dwell there, yet out of door 
They leave thee. 

But that which l'hews them large, fhews them unfit. 
Whatever fin did this pure rock commit, 
Which holds thee now ? Who hath indited it 
Of murder ? 

Where out hard hearts have took up ftones to brain 
thee, 
And miffing this, mort falfely did arraign thee; 
Only thetWftones in quiet entertain thee, 
And order. 
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And as of old, the Law by heavenly art 
Was writ in Pcone ; fo thou, which alfo art 
The letter of the word, find'Pc no fit heart 
To hold thee. 

Yet do we Pdll perfiPc as we began, 
And fo flaould perifh, but that nothing can, 
Though it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
Withhold thee. 

 I 2. Ea/ter. 
ISE heart ; thy Lord is rifen. Sing his praife 
Without delays, 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewife 
With him mayft rife: 
That, as his death calcined thee to dufl, 
His life may make thee gold, and much more, jufl. 

Awake, my lute, and Pruggle for thy part 
With all thy art. 
The crofs taught all wood to refound his naine 
Who bore the faine. 
His Pcretched finews taught all Pcrings, what key 
Is bePc to celebrate this moPc high day. 

Confort both heart and lute, and twift a fong 
Pleafant and long: 
Or rince all mufic is but three parts vied, 
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And multiplied ; 
O let thy bleffed Spirit bear a part, 
And make up out defec"ts with his teet art. 
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I GOT me flowers to ftrew thy way; 
I got me boughs off many a tree: 
But thou waft up by break of day, 
And brought'ft thy fweets along with thee. 

The Sun arifing in the Eaft, 
Though he give light, and the Eaft perfume ; 
If they flaould offer to conter 
With thy arifing, they prefume. 

Can there be any day but this, 
Though many funs to thine endeavour ? 
We count three hundred, but we mifs: 
There is but one, and that one ever. 
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13. 
TORD) vho createdt man in wealth and flcore,/ 
hough fooliihly he loR the fame 
ecaying more and more,  iii he became  
 Mo poor :  
ith the 
/0_ let me riçe .  
ring this dy [hy »[i&iï .  
/Thehall the fall fer ght in me.  

tender age in forroxv did begin: 
And Rill with fickneffes and fhame / 
Thou didR fo punifla fin,  That I becalne // 
\ Moflc thin.  

Let me combi[ae,  
/Andfeel thisdaythyvic2ory,  
/_F_or, ifI impmywingon thine,  
/Affliction flaall advance the flight in me.  
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 1 4" Holy Baptifin. 
S he that fees a dark and fhady grove, 
Stays not, but looks beyond it on the tky; 
So when I view my fins, Inine eyes remove 
More backward fiill, and to that water fly, 

Which is above the heavens, whofe çpring and vent 
Is in my dear Redeemer's pierced ride. 
0 bleffed ftreams ! either ye do prevent 
And iqop our fins from growing thick and wide, 

Or elle give tears to drown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption meafures all my rime, 
And fpreads the plafter equal to the crime: 
You taught the book of lire my naine, that lb, 

Whatever future fins flaould me mifcall, 
Your firft acquaintance might difcredit all. 

 I 5. Holy Baptifm. 
INCE, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gare 
Is all the paffage, on my infancy 
Thou didft lay hold, and antedate 
My faith in me. 
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O let me ttill 
Write thee great God, and me a child : 
Let me be fort and fupple to thy will, 
Small to myfclf, to others mild, 
Behither ill. 

Although by ttealth 
My fleth get on; yet let her fit}er 
My foul bid nothing, but preferve her xvealth : 
The growth of fleth is but a blitter ; 
Childhood is health. 

N  6. Nature. 
UI,L of rebellion, I would die, 
Or fight, or travel, or deny 
That thou haft ought to do with me. 
O tame my heart ; 
It is thy highet} art 
To captivate t}rong holds to thee. 

If thou flalt let this venom lurk, 
And in thggetIions fimae and work, 
My foul will turn to bubbles t}raight, 
And thence by kind 
Vanilh into a wind, 
Making thy workmanfhip deceit. 

O fmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy reverend law and fear; 
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Or make a new one, rince the old 
Is faplefs grown, 
And a much fitter ftone 
To hide my duft, than thee to hold. 

 1 7. Sin. 
ORD, with what care haft thou begirt us 
round! 
Parents firf feafon us: then fchoolmafers 
Deliver us to laws; they rend us bound 
To rules of reafon, holy meffengers, 

Pulpits and fundays, forrow dogging fin, 
Afl]i6tions forted, anguifla of all fizes, 
Fine nets and ftratagems to catch us in, 
Bibles laid open, millions of furprifes, 

Bleflings beforehand, ties of gratefulnefs, 
The round of glory ringing in our ears; 
Without, our flaame ; within, our confciences; 
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears. 

Yet ail thefe fences and their whole array 
One cunning bofom-fin blows quite away. 
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 I 8. Affli&ion. 
HEN firft thou didft entice to thee my heart, 
I thought the fervice brave : 
So many joys I writ down for my part, 
Befides what I might have 
Out of my ftock of natural delights, 
Augmented with thy gracious benefits. 

I looked on thy firniture fo fine, 
And ruade it fine to me; 
Thy glorious houfehold-ftuff did me entwine, 
And 'tice me unto thee. 
Such ftars I counted mine: both heaven and earth 
Paid me my wages in a world of mirth. 

What pleafures could I want, whofe King I ferved, 
'Vhere joys my fellows were ? 
Thus argued into hopes, my thoughts referved 
No place for grief or fear; 
Therefore my fudden foul caught at the place, 
And made her youth and fiercenefs feek thy face: 

At firft thou gaveft me milk and fweetneffes ; 
I had my wifh and way: 
My days were ftrew'd with flowers aiad happinefs ; 
There was no month but May. 
But with my years forrow did twift and grow, 
And made a party unawares for woe. 
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My flefla began unto my foui in pain, 
Sickneffes clave my bones, 
Confuming agues dwell in every vein, 
And tune my breath to groans : 
Sorrow was all my tbul; I tkarce believedo 
Till grief did tell lne roundly, that I lived. 
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When I got health, thou took'Pc away my lire, 
And more ; for my friends die : 
My mirth and edge was loi't; a blunted knife 
Was of more ufe than I. 
Thus thin and lean without a fence or friend, 
I was blown through with every ttorm and wind. 

Whereas my birth and fpirit rather took 
The way that takes the town; 
Thou didft betray me to a lingering book, 
And wrap me in a gown. 
I was entangled in the world of ftrife, 
Belote I had the power to change my lire. 

Yet, for I threaten'd oft the fiege to raire, 
Not fimpering all mine age, 
Thou often didft with Academic praife 
Melt and diffolve lny rage. 
I took thy fweeten'd pill, till I came near; 
I could not go away, nor pertCere. 

Yet leR perchance I thould too happy be 
In my unhappinet, 
Turning my purge to food, thou throweR me 
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Into more fickneffes. 
Thus doth thy power crofs-bias me, not making 
Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking. 

Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my books will flaow : 
I read, and figh, and wifla I were a tree; 
For fure then I flmuld grow 
To fruit or flade : it leatt fome bird would trutt 
Her houfehold to me, and I lhould be jupe. 

Yet, though thou troublet} ne, I mutt be meek; 
In weaknefs mutt be ttout, 
Well, I will change the fervice, and go feek 
Some other Matter out. 
Ah, my dear God! though I am clean forgot, 
Let me not love thee, if I love thee not. 

N 19. Repentance. 
ORD, I confefs my fin is great ; 
Great is my fin. Oh! gently treat 
With thy quick flower, thy momentary bloom ; 
Whofe lire ttill preflîng 
Is one undreflîng, 
A t}eady aiming at a tomb. 

Man's age is two hours' work, or three ; 
Each day doth round about us fee. 



GEORGE HERBERT. 
Thus are we to delights : but we are ail 
To forrows old, 
If lire be told 
From what life feeleth, Adam's fall. 
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O let thy height of mercy then 
Compaflionate fhort-breathed men, 
Cut me not off for iny mott foui trantgreflîon : 
I do confefs 
My foolifhnefs ; 
My God, accept of my confeflîon. 

Sweeten at length this bitter bowl, 
Which thou haft pour'd into my foul ; 
Thy wormwood turn to health, winds to fair weathcr: 
For if thou ftay, 
I and this day, 
As we did rire, we die together. 

When thou for fin rebukeft man, 
Forthwith he waxeth woe and wan: 
Bitternefs fills our bowels ; ail our hearts 
Pine, and decay, 
And drop away, 
And carry with them the other parts. 

But thou wilt lin and grief dettroy; 
That fo the broken bones may joy, 
And tune together in a well-fet long, 
Full of his praifes 
Who dead men raifes. 
FraCtures well cured make us more ttrong. 
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 2o. Faith. 
ORD, how couldft thou fo much appeafe 
Thy wrath for fin, as when man's tight ,,vas dira, 
And could fee little, to regard his eatè, 
And bring by Faith all things to him ? 

Hungry I was, and had no meat: 
I did conceit a mort delicious featl ; 
I had it ftraight, and did as truly eat, 
As ever did a welcome guet. 

There is a rare outlandith root, 
Which when I could not get, I thought it here : 
That apprehenfion cured fo well any foot, 
That I can walk to heaven well near. 

I owed thoufands and much more : 
I did believe that I did nothing owe, 
And lived accordingly; my creditor 
Believes fo too, and lets me go. 

Faith makes me anything, or all 
That I believe is in the facred fltory : 
And when fin placeth me in Adam's fall, 
Faith rets me higher in his glory. 

If I go lower in the book, 
What can be lower than the common manger ? 
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Faith puts me there with him, who fweetly took 
Out fiet'h and frailty, death and danger. 

If blifs had lien in art or Rrength, 
None but the wiçe and Rrong had gain'd it : 
Where now by Faith all amas are 6f a length ; 
One fize doth all conditions fit. 

A peatànt may believe as much 
As a great Clerk, and reach the higheR Rature. 
Thus doR thou make proud knowledge bond 
crouch, 
While Grace fills up uneven Nature. 

When creatures had no real light 
Inherent in them, thou didR make the çun, 
Impute a luRre, and allow them bright : 
And in this lhew, what Chrift hath done. 

and 

That which before was darken'd clean 
With buflay groves, pricking the looker's eye, 
Vanifla'd away, when Faith did change the fcene : 
And then appear'd a glorious tky. 

What though my body run to dur ? 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting every grain, 
With an exa& and ,noft particular truR, 
Referving all for flefh again. 



48 THE POEMS OF 

 2 I. Prayer. 
RAYER, the Church's banquet, Angel's age, 
God's breath in man returning to his birth, 
The foul in paraphrafe, heart in pilgrimage, 
The Chriftian plunamet founding heaven and earth ; 

Engine againft the Almighty, finner's toxver, 
Reverlèd thunder, Chrift-fide-piercing fpear, 
The fix days' world-tranfpofing in an hour, 
A kind of tune, xvhich all things hear and fear; 

Softnet, and peace, and joy, and love, and blifs, 
Exalted Manna, gladnefs of the beft, 
Heaven in ordinary, man xvell dreft, 
The Milky Way, the bird of Paradife, 

Church-bells beyond the ftars heard, the foul's 
blood, 
The land of fpices, fomething underftood. 

 22. Holy Communion. 
OT in rich furniture, or fine array, 
Nor in a wedge of gold, 
Thou, who from me waft £old, 
To me dort now thyfelf convey; 
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thou flaouldft without me ftill have been, 
Leaving within me fin: 
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But by the way of nourithment and trength, 
Thou creep'ft into my breaft ; 
Making thy xvay my reft, 
And thy finall quantities my length; 
Which fpread their forces into every part, 
Meeting fin's force and art. 

Yet can thefe not get over to my foui, 
Leaping the wall that parts 
Our fouis and flcfhly hcarts; 
But as the out-works, they may control 
My rebel-fleflb and, carrying thy naine, 
Affright both fin and flaame. 

Only thy grace, which with thefe elelnents cornes, 
Knoweth the ready way, 
And hath the privy key, 
Opening the foul's mort fubtile rooms : 
While thofe to fpirits refined, at door attend 
Defpatches froln their friend. 

._IVE me my captive foui, or take 
1" My body alfo thither. 
Another lift like this will make 
Them both to be together. 

]3efore that fin turn'd flefla to ftone, 
And ail our lump to leaven ; 
E 
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A fervent figh might well have blown 
Out innocent earth to heaven. 

For fure when Adam did not know 
To fin, or fin to fmother ; 
Ite might to heaven from Paradife go, 
As from one room to another. 

Thou hal relored us to this eafe 
By this thy heavenly blood, 
Which I can go to, wlaen I pleafe, 
And leave the earth to their food. 

N 2 3- Antiphon. 
Cho. ET ail the world in every corner ring, 
ly God and l£ing. 

The heavens are not too high, 
His praitWmay thither fly: 
The earth is not t'oo low, 
tIis praifes there may grow. 

Cho. Let all the world in every corner ring, 
My God atid Ixïg. 

Iers. The Church vith pfahns muft hout, 
No door can keep them out: 
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But above ail, the heart 
MuPc bear the longeft part. 
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Cho. Let ail the world in everv corner ring, 
My God and Kilzg. 

:24. Love. 
MMORTaL Love, author of this great ri'ame, 
Sprung from that beauty which can never thde; 
How bath man parcel'd out thy glorious naine, 
And thrown it on that du( which thou hatt ruade, 

While mortal love doth ail the title gain! 
Which fiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the fway, poflCfing heart and brain, 
(Thy worklnanlhip) and give thee thare in neither. 

Wit fancies beauty, beauty raifeth xvit: 
The world is theirs ; they two play out the gaine, 
Thou ftanding by : and though thy glorious naine 
Wrought our deliverance froln the infernal pit, 

Who fings thy praitè ? only a fcarf or glove 
Doth warm out hands, and make them write of love. 
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MMORTAL Heat, 0 let thy greater flame 
Attrac"t the lcflC toit: let thofe rires 
Which lhall confume the world, firR make it tame, 
And kindle in out hearts £uch true defires, 

As may corfl'Ul'le our luRs, and make thee way. 
Then lhall our hearts pant thee; then flaall our 
Ail hcr inventions on thine Altar lay, [brain 
And there in hymns tCd back thy tire again : 

Our eyes flall fee thee, which before/:aw duR; 
DuPt bloxvn by ,,vit, till that they both xvere blind : 
Thou flaalt recover ail thy goods in kind, 
\Vho xvert diffeized by ufurping luflc" 

Ail knees flall bow to thee; all wits/hall rife, 
And praife him who did make and mend our eyes. 

 25. The Temper. 
O\V fhould I praitWthee, Lord! 
my rhymes 
Gladly engrave thy love in Reel, 
If what my tbul doth feel fometimes, 
My foul might ever feel! 

hoxv fllould 
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Although there were fome forty heavens, or more, 
Sometimes I peer above them all; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a iizore, 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 

O rack me not to fuch a vafl: extent ; 
Thofe dittances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
A grave too big for me. 

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doi ttretch 
A crumb of dutI from heaven to hell ? 
Will great God Ineafure with a wretch ? 
Shall he thy ttature fpell ? 

O let me, when thy roof my foui hath hid, 
O let me rootI and neffle there : 
Then of a finner thou art rid, 
And I of hope and fear. 

Yet take thy way; for fure thy way is beff: 
Stretch or contra& me thy poor debtor : 
This is but tuning of my breaff, 
To make the mufic better. 

Whether I fly with angels, fall with duff, 
Thy hands ruade both, and I ana there. 
Thy power and love, my love and trutI, 
Make one place every where. 
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 26. The Temper. 
T cannot be. Where is that mighty joy, 
Which juft now took up all my heart ? 
Lord! if thou rouit needs ufe thy dart, 
Save that, and me ; or fin for both deftroy. 

The 

/ lit] 

grot]C xvorld ftands to thy word and art ; 
But thy dMner world of grace 
Thou fiddenly dort raitWand raze, 
evcry day a new Creator art. 

O fix thy chair of grace, that all my poxvers 
May altb fix thcir reverence : 
For when thou dort depart from hence, 
They grow unruly, and lit in thy boxvers. 

Scatter, or bind them all to bend to thee: 
Though elements change, and heaven more; 
Let hot thy higher Court remove, 
But keep a ftanding Mjefty in me. 

 2 7- Jordan. 
HO fays that tic'tions only and fall'e hair 
Become a verre ? Is there in truth no beauty ? 
ls all good RrucCture in a winding ftair ? 
May no lines pals, except they do their duty 
Not to a true, but painted chair ? 
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Is it not verre, except enchanted groves 
And fudden arbours flmdow coarfe-fpun lines ? 
Mutt purling ttreams refreth a lover's loves ? 
Mutt all be veil'd, while he that reads, divines, 
Catching the fenfe at two removes ? 

Shepherds are honett people ; let them ring: 
Riddle who litt, for me, and pull for Prime : 
I envy no man's nightingale or fpring ; 
Nor let them punifl me with lors of rhyme, 
Who plainly £ay, .My God, my IGng. 
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 2 8. Enaployment. 
_ F as a flower doth fpread and die, 
Thou wouldft extend me to fome good, 
Before I were by froft's extremity 
Nipt in the bud; 

The fweetnefs and the praife were thine ; 
But the extenfion and the room, 
Which in thy garland I flaould fill, were mine 
A t thy great doom. 

For as thou doit impart thy grace, 
The greater thall our glory be. 
The meafure of our joys is in this place, 
The ttuff with thee. 
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Let me not languifla then, and fpend 
A lire as barren to thy praife 
As is the duflc, to which that life doth tend, 
But with delays. 

Ail things are but; only I 
Neither bring honey with the Bees, 
Nor flowers to make that, nor the hufbandry 
To water thefe. 

I am 11o link of thy great chain, 
But ail my COlnpany is a weed. 
Lord, place me in thy confort; give olle frain 
To my poor need. 

2 9. The Holy Scriptures. 
H Book! infinite fweetnefs! let my heart 
Suck every letter, and a honey gain, 
Precious for any grief in any part; 
To clear the breatt, to mollify all pain. 

Thou art ail health, health thriving, till it make 
A full eternity : thou art a mat 
Of ftrange delights, where we may with and take. 
Ladies, look here; this is the thankful glafs, 

That mends the looker's eyes: this is the xvell 
That waflms what it flaows. Who can endear 
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Thy praife too much? thou art Heaven's Lieger 
here, 
Working againflc the flcates of death and hell. 

Thou art joy's handtèl : heaven lies fiat in thce, 
Subje6t to every mounter's bendcd knee. 

H that I knew how ail thy lights combine, 
And the configurations of their glory ! 
Seeing not only how each verre doth flfine, 
But ail the conflcellations of the flcory. 

This vertè marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie: 
Then as difperfed herbs do watch a potion, 
Thefe three make up fome Chrilqian's delqiny. 

Such are thy fecrets, which my lire makes good, 
And comments on thee" for in every thing 
Thy words do find me out, and parallels bring, 
And in another make me underflcood. 

Stars are poor books, and oftentilnes do mifs: 
This book of fars lights to eternal blifs. 
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 3 o. Whitfimday. 
ISTEN, fweet Dove, unto my long, 
And t]read thy golden wings in me; 
Hatching my tender heart tb long, 
Till it get wing, and fly away v«ith thee. 

Where is that tire which once defcended 
On thy Apottles ? thou didti then 
Keep open houle, richly attended, 
Featting all comers by twelve chofen men. 

Such glorious girls thou didtt betiow, 
That the earth did like a heaven appear : 
The tiars xvere coming down to know 
If they might mend their wages, and ferve here. 

The Sun, which OllCe did lhine alone, 
Hung down his head, and wifl'd for night, 
When he beheld twelve Suns for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 

But rince thofe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordial water to out ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
Of thofe who did themfelves thro' their ride wound ; 

Thou flautt'tt the door, and keep'tt within ; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink : 
And if the braves of conquering fin 
Did hot excite thee, we flaould wholly tink. 
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Lord, though we change, thou art the faine; 
The Elme fweet God of love and, light : 
Reftore this day, for thy great Naine, 
Unto his ancient and miraculous right. 
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 3 I. Grace. 
Y Rock lies dead, and no increatk 
Doth lny dull hutbandry improve : 
O let thy graces without ceafe 
Drop from above ! 

If ftill the Sun thould laide his i<ace, 
Thy houtWwou]d but a dungeon prove, 
Thy works night's captives- 0 let grace 
Drop from above ! 

The dew doth every morning £all; 
And flall the dew outftrip thy Dove ? 
The dew, for which grafs cannot call, 
Drop from above. 

Death is ill working like a mole, 
And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my foui 
D rop from above. 

Sin is ttill hammering my heart 
Unto a hardne£s, void of love : 
Let fippling grace, to crois his art, 
Drop from above. 



60 THE POEMS OF 
O corne! for thou dort know the way. 
Or if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where I need not çay 
Drop fi'om above. 

 3 2. Praife. 
O write a verre or two, is all the praife, 
That I can raire : 
Mend my errate in any ways, 
Thou thalt have more 

I go to Church ; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither fly; 
Or, if I mount unto the fky, 
I will do more. 

Man is ail weaknefs ; there is no fuch thing 
As Prince or King : 
His arm is (hort ; yet with a fling 
He may do more. 

A herb ditill'd, and drunk, may dwell next door, 
On the faine floor, 
To a brave foul: Exalt the poor, 
They can do more. 

O raire me then ! Poor bees, that work all day, 
Sting my delay, 
Who have a work, as well as they, 
And lnuch, much more. 
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 3 3- Affli&ion. 
ILL me hot every day, 
Thou Lord of lire; rince thy one death for me 
Is more than all my deaths can be, 
Though I in broken pay 
Die over each hour of Methufilem's Ray. 

If ail men's tears v¢ere let 
Into one common £ewer, £ea, and brine ; 
What v¢ere thcy ail, compared to thine ? 
Wherein if they v¢ere £ct, 
They would difcolour thy mort bloody £weat. 

Thou art my grief alone, 
Thou Lord conceal it not : and as thou art 
Ail my delight, fo ail my thaart : 
Thy crofs took up in one, 
By way of impreft, ail my future moan. 

 34. Marins. 
CANNOT ope mine eyes, 
But thou art ready there to catch 
My morning-foul and facrifice : 
Then xve mur needs for that day make a match. 

My God, what is a heart ? 
Silver, or gold, or precious f[one, 
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Or ftar, or rainbow, or a part 
Of ail thetè things, or ail of them in one ? 

My God, what is a heart, 
That thou lhouldft it fo eye, and woo, 
Pouring upon it ail thy art, 
As if that thou hadtt nothing eltè to do ? 

Indeed, lnan's whole eftate 
Anlounts (and richly) to ferre thee: 
I le did hot heaven and earth create, 
Yct t}udies theln, hOt him by whom they be. 

Teach me thy love to know ; 
That this new light, which now I fee, 
May both the work and workman lhow: 
Then by a Sunbealn I will climb to thee. 

 3 5- Sin. 
THAT I could a fin once fee 
\Ve paint the devil foui, yet he 
Hath folne go.od in hin, ail agree. 
Sin is fiat oppofite to the Ahnighty, lCing 
It wants the good of virtu«, and of bebzff. 

But God more care of us hath had, 
If apparitions lnake us làd, 
By fight of lin we thould grow mad. 
Yet as in fleep xve fee foui death, and lire ; 
So devils are our tins in proqe&ive. 
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N 36- Even-Song. 
LEST be the God of love, 
Who gave me eyes, and light, and po,ver this day, 
Both to be buçy, and to play. 
But much more bleft be God above, 

Who gave me fight alone, 
Which to himfelf he did deny: 
For when he fees my ways, I die: 
But I have got lais fon, and he hath none. 

What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love ? have I difcharged the debt, 
Which this day's favour did beget ? 
I tan; but all I brought ,,vas foam. 

Thy diet, care, and cor 
Do end in bubbles, balls of wind; 
Of wind to thee whom I have croit, 
But balls of wild-fire to my troubled mind. 

Yet ftill thou goeft on, 
And now with darknefs clofeft weary eyes, 
Saying to man, It doth figice : 
Henceforth repofe ; your work is donc. 

Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou doit inclofe us, till the day 



64 THE POEMS OF 
Put our amendlnent in our way, 
And give new wheels to our diforder'd clocks. 

I mule, wMch flows more love, 
The day or night ; that is the gale, this the harbour ; 
That is the walk, and this the arbour; 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 

My God, thou art all love. 
Not one poor minute 'tCapes thy breat, 
But brings a vour from above ; 
And in this love, more than in bed, I rett. 

 37- Church Monuments. 
IHILE that my £oul repairs to her devotion, 
Here I intomb my fleth, that it betimes 
May take acquaintance of this heap of du; 
To which the blaft of death's inceEmt motion, 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes, 
Drives ail at la. Therefore I gladly tru 

My body to the fchool, that it may learn 
To fpell his elements, and find his birth 
Written in duflty hera!dry and lines; 
Which diffolution fure doth beflt difcern, 
Comparing durit with durit, and earth with earth. 
Thefe laugh at Jet, and Marble put for figns, 
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To lever the good fellowfhip of duft, 
And fpoil the meeting. What flaall point out them, 
When they thall bow, and kneel, and fall doxwa 
To kifs thofe heaps, xvhich now they bave in truft ? 
Dear fiel]a, while I do pray, learn here thy tem 
And true defcent; that when thou thalt grow fat, 

And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayçt know, 
That flefla is but the glafs, xvhich holds the dur 
That meathres all our time; which alfo thall 
Be crumbled into duR. Mark here beloxv, 
Hoxv tame thefe athes are, hoxv free from luflt, 
That thou mayt fit thyfelf againt thy rail. 

 3 8. Church-Mufic. 
\VEETEST of l\veets, I thank you : when dif- 
pleafure 
Did through my body wound my mind, 
You took me thence ; and in your houle of pleafure 
A dainty lodging me aflign'd. 

Noxv I in you without a body move, 
Rifing and falling xvith your xvings" 
We both together fweetly lire and love, 
Yet Gy fometilnes, God help Door Kings. 

Comfort, I'll die; for if you port from me, 
Sure I thall do fo, and much more: 
But if I travel in your company, 
You know the way to heaven's door. 
F 
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 39. Church Lock and Key. 
KNOW it is my tin, which locks thine ears, 
And binds thy hands ! 
Out-crying my requeRs, drmvning my tears; 
Or elle the chillmfs of my faint demands. 

But as cold hands are angry xvith the tire, 
_nd mend it ftill ; 
80 I do lay the want of my &tire, 
Not on lny tins, or coldnefs, but thy will. 

Yet hear, O God, ollly for his blood's çake, 
\Vhich pleads for me: 
For though fins plead too, yet like ftones they make 
His blood's t\veet current lnuch more loud to be. 

 4 o. The Church-Floor. 
ARK you the floor ? that fquare and fpeckled 
ftone, 
Which looks tb firln and ftrong, 
Is P«tience : 

And the other black and grave, wherexvith each one 
Is checker'd all along, 
H.mility : 
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The gentle rifing, xvhich on either hand 
Leads to the Qre above, 
Is Confidence : 
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But the fxveet Cernent, which in one fire band 
Ties the xvholc frame, is Love 
And Charity. 

But 

Hither fometilnes Sin tteals, and ttains 
The Marble's neat and curious veins : 
all is cleanfed when the Marble weeps. 
Solnetimes Death, puflng at the door, 

But 

Blows all the duflc about the floor: 
while he thinks to fpoil the room, he tZweeps. 
Blefl be the IrchitecT, xvholWart 
Could build fo ttrong in a weak heart. 

N 4" The Windows. 
ORD,how can man preach thy eternal word? 
He is a brittle crazy glafs : 
Yet in thy Temple thou dot} him afford 
This glorious and tranfcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 

But 

The 

xvhen thou doff anneal in glafs thy ttory, 
Making thy life to fhine within 
holy Preachers, then the light and glory 
More reverend grows, and inore doth win; 
Which ellè fhows waterifla, bleak, and thin. 
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Do&rine and life, colours and light, in one 
When they combine and mingle, bring 
A flrong regard and axve : but fpeech alone 
Doth vanilh like a flaring thing, 
And in the ear, hOt confcience ring. 

 4-2. Trinity-Sunday. 
ORD, wbo hall form'd me out of mud, 
And haflc redeem'd lne through thy blood, 
And fanified me to do good; 

Purge ail my tins done heretofore ; 
For I confefs my heavy fcore, 
And I will flrive to fin no more. 

Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 
\Vith faith, with hope, with charity ; 
That I may run, rire, reflc with thee. 

N 43. Content. 
EACE, muttering though ts, and do not grudge 
to keep 
Within the valls of your oxvn breatt. 
\Vho cannot on his oxvn bed fweetly fleep, 
Can on another's hardly ret}. 

Gad hOt abroad at every quel} and call 
Of an untrained hope or pat:lion. 
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To court each place or fortune that doth fall, 
Is wantonnefs in contemplation. 
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Mark how the tire iu flints doth quiet lic, 
Content and xvarm to ittèlf aloue : 
But when it xvould appear to othe.r's eye, 
Without a knock it never thone. 

Give me the pliant mind, xvhofe gcutle meafure 
Complies and tifits with all etIates ; 
Which can let loofe to a croxvn, and yet xvith pleafire 
Take up xvithin a cloitIer's gates. 

This foui doth t]3an the xvorld, and haug coutent 
From either pole unto the ceutre : 
Where in each room of the well-furnifli'd teut 
He lies warm, and without adventurc. 

The brags of life are but a nine days' xvonder : 
And after death the fumes that fpring 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder 
As thofe which ritè froln a huge King. 

Only thy Chronicle is loti: and yet 
Better by worms be all once t]3eut, 
Than to have hellith moths t}ill gnaw and fret 
Thy naine in books, which may hOt vent. 

When all thy deeds, whofe brunt thou feel'tI alone, 
Are chaw'd by others' pens and tongue, 
And as their wit is, their digeftion, 
Thy nourifh'd faine is weak or ttrong. 
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Then ceafe difcourfing, foui, till thine own ground ; 
Do hot thyfelf or friends-importune. 
He that by feeking bath himfelf once found, 
Hath ever round a happy fortune. 

 44-- The Q[liddity. 
Y God, a verre is not a croxvn ; 
No point of honour, or gay fifit, 
No haxvk, or banquet, or renown, 
Nor a good fxvord, nor yet a lute : 

It cannot vault, or dance, or play; 
It never xvas ill France or Spain ; 
Nor can it entertaiu the day 
,Vith a great t'table or domain. 

It is no once, art, or ncxvs ; 
Nor the Exchange, or but} Hall: 
But it is that, which while I utè, 
I ana with thee, and Mati take al/. 

 45- Humility. 
SAW the Virtues titting hand in hand 
In feveral Ranks upon an azure throne, 
Where all the beafts and fowls, by their command, 
Prefented tokens of fubmiflion. 
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Humility, who fat the loweflt there 
To e×ecute their call, 
When by the beaflcs the pretènts tender'd were, 
Gave them about to all. 
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The angry Lion did prefent lais paw, 
¥hich by confent xvas given to lIanfuetude. 
The fearfifl Hare ber ears, which by their laxv 
Humility did reach to Fortitude. 
The jealous Turkey brought lais coral chaîn, 
That xvent to Telnperance. 
On JuRice was beçtowed the Fox's brain, 
Kill'd in the way by chance. 

At length the Crow, bringing the Peacock's plume, 
(For he would hot) as they beheld the grace 
Of that brave gift, each one began to fume, 
And challenge it, as proper to his place, 
Till they fell out ; which when the beaçts efpied, 
They leapt upon the throne ; 
And if the Fox had lived to rule their ride, 
They had depofed each one. 

Humility, xvho held the plume, at this 
Did weep fo faR, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd ail the train" then thying, H«re it is 
For which ye wrang]e, ruade them turn their frown 
Againflc the beafts : fo jointly bandying, 
They drive them foon away; 
And then anaerced them, double gifts to bring 
At the next Seflion-day. 
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N 46. Frailty. 
ORD, in nw tilence hoxv do I defpife 
\Vhat upon truite 
Is ttyled honour, riches, or J'ah" eyes ; 
But is--J'«ir duJt .t 
I furname them gihtcd chzy, 
Dear earth,Jïne grafs or hay ; 
In ail, I think my foot doth ever tread 
Upon their head. 

But xvhen I viexv abroad both Regilnents, 
The world's, and thine ; 
Thine clad xvith filnplenefs, and lad events; 
The other fine, 
Full of glory and gay weeds, 
Brave language, braver deeds : 
That which was dupe before, doth quickly rire, 
And prick mine eyes. 

O brook not this, leP if xvhat even now 
ly foot did tread 
Affront thotWjoys, wherewith thou didft endow, 
And long rince wed 
My poor foui, e'en fick of love ; 
It may a Babel prove, 
Commodious to conquer heaven and thee 
Planted in me. 



GEORGE HERBERT. 73 

 47" Confl:arcy. 
HO is the honeft 111arl ? 
He that doth ftill and ttrongly good purl-ue, 
To God, his neighbour, and himfelf mot true: 
\Vhom neither force nor faxvning can 
Unpin, or xvrench from giving ail their due. 

Whofe honeRy is hot 
8o loofe or eafy, that a ruffling xvind 
Can blow away, or glittering look it blind : 
Who rides his fure and even trot, 
While the world now rides by, now lags behind. 

Who, when great trials corne, 
'Nor feeks, nor xChuns them ; but doth cahnly ftay, 
Till he the thing and the example weigh : 
All being brought into a fum, 
What place or perron calls for, he doth pay. 

Whom none can xvork or xvoo, 
To ufe in any thing a trick or flcight ; 
For above ail things he abhors deceit" 
His words and works and falhion too 
Ail of a piece, and ail are clear and Rraight. 

Who never melts or thaxvs 
At clofe temptations : xvhen the day is done, 
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His goodnefs rets hot, but in dark can run" 
The ftm to others writeth laves, 
And is their virtue; Virtue is his Sun. 
Who, when he is to treat 
With fick folks, women, thofe whom parlions fway, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conftant way : 
Whom others' faults do hOt defeat ; 
But though men £fil hiln, yet lais part doth play. 
Whorn nothing can procure, 
x, Vhen the wide world runs bias, from his will 
To writhe lais limbs, and ihare, hot mend the ill. 
This is the Marktinan, tfe and lute, 
\Vho f[ill is right, and prays to be ib till. 

 48 . At-]qicCtion. 
Y heart did heave, and there calne for th, 0 God. t 
By that I knew that thou xvatI in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relief, 
lIaking a fceptre of the rod" 
Hadtt thou hOt had thy part, 
Sure the unruly tigh had broke my heart. 

But rince thy breath gave me both life and lhape, 
Thou know'flt my tallies ; and xvhen there's afl]gn'd 
So much breath to a tigh, what's then behind ? 
Or if fome years xvith it efcape, 
The figh then only is 
A gale to bring llle fooner to my blifs. 
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Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art Rill 
ConRant unto it, making it to be 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members thffer iii. 
They who lainent one crofs, 
Thou dying daily, praife thee to thy lo1. 
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 49. Thc Star. 
RIGHT t]?ark, thot ri'oto a brighter place, 
Where beams furround my Saviour's £tce, 
CanR thou be any where 
So vell as there ? 

Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my beart ; 
For thou canR make a debtor, 
And make it better. 

FirR with thy fire-work burn to dutt 
Folly, and wortWthan folly, lutt: 
Then xvith thy light refine, 
And make it flfine. 

So difengaged from fin and ficknefs, 
Touch it with thy celeRial quicknel, 
That it may hang and move 
After thy love. 
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Then with our trinity of light, 
Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 
Unto the place xvhere thou 
Before didft boxv. 

Get lne a tcanding there, and place 
Alnong the bealns, which croxvll the face 
Of hiln, who died to part 
Sin and my heart : 

That lb an'long the ret I may 
Glitter, and curl, and xvind as they : 
That xvinding is their fafhion 
Of adoration. 

Sure thou wilt joy by gaining il'le 
To fly hoirie like a laden bee 
Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-lcreams. 

 5°" Sunday. 
DAY i11.ot calm, lnOtt: bright, 
The fruit of this, the next world's bud, 
The indorfement of fuprelne delight, 
Writ by a fi'iend, and with his blood ; 
The couch of time; care's balm and bay; 
The week were dark, but for thy light : 
Thy Torch doth fhow the xvay. 
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The other days and thou 
Make up one man; whotWface thou art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow : 
The working-days are the back part; 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to ftoop and bow, 
TilI thy releatWappear. 

Man had fraight forward gone 
To endlefs death; but thou dott pull 
And turn us round to look on one, 
Whom, if we were hOt very dull, 
We could hOt chootWbut look on ftill ; 
Since there is no place tb alone 
The which he doth not fill. 
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Sundays the pillars are, 
On which heaven's palace arched lies : 
The other days fill up the t]3are 
And hollow roolll with vanities. 
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
In God's rich garden : that is bare 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundays of man's lire, 
Threaded together on time's ttring, 
Make bracelets to adorn the xvife 
Of the eternal glorious King. 
On Sunday Heaven's gate fltands ope ; 
Bleflings are plentiful and rife, 
More plentiful than hope. 
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This day my Saviour roçe, 
And did enclore this light for lais" 
That, as each beaft lais manger knows, 
Man might hot of lais fodder mifs. 
Chrift bath took in this piece of ground, 
And ruade a garden there for thoçe 
çVho want herbs for their wound. 

Thc Reft of our Creation 
()ur great Redeemer did relnove 
çVith the tàme thake, which at lais paffion 
I)id the earth and all things with it move. 
As Samçon bore the doors away, 
Chritt's hands, though hall'd, wrought our falvation, 
And did unhinge that day. 

The brightnefs of that day 
\Ve fullied by our foui offence : 
\Vherefore that robe we caf away, 
Having a new at his expenfe, 
Whofe drops of blood paid the full price, 
That was required to make us gay, 
And fit for Paradife. 

Thou art a dav of mirth : 
And xvhere the xveek days trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth : 
O let me take thee at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from feven to feven, 
Till that we both, being toff'd from earth, 
Fly hand in hand to heaven ! 
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 5 - Avarice. 
ONEY, thou bane ofblifs, and fource ofwoe, 
Whence corner[ thou, that thou art lb frelh and fine ? 
I know thy parentage is bafe and low: 
Man round thee poor and dirty in a mine. 

Sure thou didR fo little contribute 
To this great kingdom, xvhich thou noxv haf[ got, 
That he was fain, wher thou watt dcftitute, 
To dig thee out of thy dark cave and grot. 

Then forcing thee, by tire he ruade thee bright : 
Nay, thou haR got the face of man; for we 
Have with our Ramp and feal transfcrr'd our right : 
Thou art the man, and man but drofs to thee. 

Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich ; 
And while he digs out thee, çalls in the ditch. 

_ (Mary) 
ï 5 2. na-tAr,nyigram. 
OW well her name an irmy doth prefent, 
In whom the Lord of Hofls did pitch his tent! 
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 .5 3- To all Angels and Saints. 
H glorious fpîrits, who after all your bands 
See the finooth face of God, without a frown, 
Or Pcri& commands ; 
\Vhere every one is king, and hath his crmvn, 
If hot upon lais head, yct in lais hands : 

Not out of envy or malicioufiefs 
I)o I forbear to crave your fpecial aid. 
I would addrefs 
My vows to thee lnOfl: gladly, bleflC Maid, 
And Mother of mv God, in my difl:refs : 

Thou art the holy Mine, whence came the Gold, 
The great reftorative for ail decay 
In young and old; 
Thou art the Cabinet where the .jewel lay: 
Chiefly to thee would I my foui unfold. 

But now, Mas! I dare not; for our King, 
\Vhom xve do ail jointly adore and praife, 
Bids no fuch thing: 
And where his pleatire no injuncq:ion lays, 
('Tis your own cale) ye never move a wing. 

Ail worfhip is prerogative, and a flower 
Of his rich crown, from whom lies no appeal 
At the hot hour: 
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Therefore we date hOt from his garlaud fteal, 
To make a pofy for inferior power. 
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Although then others court you, if ye know 
What's done on earth, we flaall hot rare the worl, 
Who do not fo; 
Since we are ever ready to difburfe, 
If any one our MaPter's hand cau flaow. 

 54- Employmcnt. 
E that is weary, let him fit. 
My foui would ftir 
And trade in courtcfies and wit, 
Q.u_itting the fur, 
To cold complexions needing it. 

Man is no Rar, but a quick coal 
Of mortal tire : 
Who blows it not, nor doth control 
A faint defire, 
Lets lais own afhes choke his foul. 

When the elements did for place conter 
With him, whofe will 
Ordain'd the highett tobe beR: 
The earth fat Rill, 
And by the others is oppreft. 
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Lire is a butlne£s, not good cheer ; 
Ever in wars. 
The t'un ftill fhîneth there or here, 
Whereas the Pcars 
Watch an advantage to appear. 

Oh that I were an Orange-tree, 
That bufy plant! 
Then flould I ever laden be, 
And never want 
Some fruit for hiln that dreffeth me. 

But we are ftill too young or old; 
The man is gone, 
Bcfore we do our wares unfold : 
So we freeze on, 
Until the grave increafe our cold. 

 5 5- Dcnial. 
HEN my dcvotions could not pierce 
Thy filent ears; 
Then was my heart broken, as was my verre ; 
My breaft was full of fears 
And diforder, 

My bent thoughts, like a brittle bow, 
Did fly afunder : 
Each took his way; fome would to pleafure go, 
Some to the wars and thunder 
Of alarms. 
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As good go any where they fay, 
As to benumb 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day, 
Corne, corne, my God, 0 corne .t 
But no hearing. 

0 thou that fhouldft give duft a tongue 
To cry to thee, 
And then hOt hear it crying! all day long 
My heart was in my knee, 
But no hearing. 

Therefore my tbul lay out of fight, 
Untuned, unftrung : 
My feeble fpirit, unable to look right, 
Like a nipt bloflbm, hung 
D i fcon tented. 
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0 cheer and tune my heartlel breat, 
Defer no time; 
That fo thy favours granting my requeft, 
They and my mind may chime, 
And mend my rhyme. 
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N 5 6. ChriRmas. 
LL after pleafures as I rid one day, 
My horfe and I, both tired, body and mind, 
With full cry of affeCtions, quite açtray ; 
I took up in the next Inn I could find. 

There when I came, whom found I but my dear, 
My deareçt Lord, expec"ting till the grief 
Of pleafures brought me to him, ready there 
To be all paffengers' moçt fweet relief? 

() Thou, whofe glorious, yet contrac¢'ted light, 
Wrapt in night's mantle, çtole into a manger; 
Since my dark foui and brutith is thy right, 
To Man of all beaçts be hOt thou a çtranger : 

Furnith and deck my foul, that thou mayçt have 
A better lodging, than a rack, or grave. 

ttE flaepherds ring; and thall I lilent be ? 
My God, no hymn for thee ? 
My foul's a flaepherd too: a flock it feeds 
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The paçture is thy word; the çtreams, thy grace 
Enriching all the place. 
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Shepherd and flock fhall ting, and ail my powers 
Out-ring the daylight hours. 
Then we will chide the Sun for letting night 
Take up his place and right : 
We ring one comnaon Lord; xvherefore he thould 
Himfelf the candle hold. 
I will go fearching, till I find a Sun 
Shall fay, till ,,ve have done; 
A willing fhiner, that fhall fhine as gladly, 
As frof-nipt Suns look thdly. 
Then we will ring, and thine all our own day, 
And one another pay: 
His beams ihall cheer ,ny breat, and both tb twine, 
Till even lais bealns ring, and ,ny mufic fhine. 

 5 7. Ungratefulncfs. 
ORD, with what bounty and rare clemency 
Haft thou redeem'd us from the grave! 
If thou hadft let us run, 
Gladly had man adored the Sun, 
And thought his god moft brave; 
Where now ,,ve lïaall be better, gods than he. 

Thou haf but two rare Cabinets full of treafure, 
The Wrinity, and Incarnation : 
Thou haf unlock'd them both, 
And naade them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thyfelf in everlaffing pleafure. 
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The ftatelier Cabinet is the Trinity, 
Whofe fparkling light accefs denies : 
Therefore thou doft not flaow 
This fully to us, till death blow 
The duft into our eyes; 
For by that powder thou wilt make us fee. 

But ail thy fweets are pack'd up in the other; 
Thy mercies thither flock and flow; 
That, as the firft affrights, 
This may allure us with delights ; 
Becaufe this box ",ve know; 
For we bave all of us jutt fuch another. 

But lnan is clore, referved, and dark to thee ; 
When thou demandef but a heart, 
He cavils inttantly. 
In his poor cabinet of bone 
Sins have their box apart, 
Defrauding thee, who gavett two for one. 

 58- Sighs and Groans. 
DO hot ufe me 
After my fins! look hOt on my defert, 
But on thy glory! then thou wilt reform, 
And hot refufe me: for thou only art 
The mighty God, but I a tilly worm: 
O do not bruife me! 
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O do not urge me! 
For what account can thy iii fteward make ? 
I have abufed thy fock, defroy'd thy woods, 
Suck'd ail thy magazines : my head did ache, 
Till it round out how to confume thy goods : 
O do hot £courge me! 
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O do not blind me! 
I have deferved that an Egyptian night 
Should thicken all my powers ; becaufe my luf 
Hath çtill few'd fig-leaves to exclude thy light : 
But I ana frailty, and already duR: 
O do hot grind 

0 do not fill me 
With the turn'd viol of thy bitter wrath ! 
For thou haR other veffels full of" blood, 
A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 
Even unto death : rince he died for my good, 
0 do hOt kill me! 

But O, reprieve Ine! 
For thou ha 1 and death at thy command ; 
Thou art both udge and Saviour,feafl and rod, 
Cordial and Corroflve : put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box; but, O my God, 
My God, relieve me. 
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 59- The World. 
OVE built a tately houle; where Fortune 
came : 
And fpinning £ancies tqe was heard to fay, 
That ber fine cobwebs did fupport the £ramc, 
Whereas they were fupported by the £ame : 
But J/Uifdom quickly fwept them all away. 

Then Pleafi«re came, who, liking not the 
Began to lnake Balconies, Terraces, 
Till flae had weaken'd ail by alteration : 
But reverend laws, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaces. 

Then enter'd Sin, and with that Sycamore, 
Whofe leaves firft flielter'd man from drought and dew, 
Working and xvinding flily evermore, 
The inward walls and fummers cleft and tore: 
But Grace flored thefe, and eut that as it grexv. 

Then Sin combined with D,'ath in a firm band, 
To raze the building to the very floor: 
Which they effec"ted, none could them xvithftand ; 
But Love and Grace took Glory by the hand, 
And built a braver Palace than belote. 
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6o. CololT. iii. 3. 

 OUR LIFE IS HID WITH CHRIST IN GOD. 
Y" words and thoughts do both exprefs this 
notion, 
That LIFE hath with the fun a double motion. 
The firf[ IS f[raight, and out diurnal friend ; 
The other HID, and doth obliquely bend. 
One lire is wrapt IN flelh, and tends to earth : 
The other winds towards HIM, whofe happy birth 
Taught me to live here fo, THd'T" £till ont eye 
Should aire and fhoot at that which IS on high; 
Otting with daily labour all MY" pleafure, 
To gain at harveR an eternal TRE.,dSURE. 

 6 I, Vanity. 
HE fleet ARronomer can bore 
And thread the fpheres with his quick-piercing ln ind: 
He views their Rations, walks from door to door, 
8urveys, as if he had defign'd 
To make a purchafe there : he fees their dances, 
And knoxveth long before, 
Both their full-ey'd alpe&s, and fecret glances. 

The nimble Diver with his ride 
Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch 
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His dearly-earned pearl, which God did hide 
On purpofe from the venturous wretch ; 
That he might thve his life, and alfo hers, 
Who with excefl]ve pride 
Her own deftru&ion and his danger wears. 

The iCubtile Chymic can diveflt 
And fltrip the creature naked, till he find 
The callow principles within their neR: 
There he imparts to them his mind, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 
They appear trim and dref 
To ordinary çuitors at the door. 

What hath not man fought out and round, 
But his dear God ? who yet his glorious law 
Embofolns in us, mellowing the ground 
With flaowers and froPcs, with love and awe ; 
So that we need hOt fay, Where's this command ? 
Poor man! thou fearcheFt round 
To find out death, but miflC l at hand. 

ELCOME, 
thee, 
He loves hOt Temperance, or Authority, 
But is compofed of paflion. 

6 2. Lent. 
dear feaf of Lent : who loves not 
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The Scriptures bid usffl ; the Church £ays, Now : 
Give to thy Mother what thou wouldi allow 
To every Corporation. 

The humble foul, compofed of love and fear, 
Begins at home, and lays the burden there, 
When dorines difagree : 
He fays, In things which ufe hath juPcly got, 
I am a fcandal to the Church, and not 
The Church is fo to me. 

True Chriffians flaould be glad of an occafion 
To ufe their temperance, feeking no evafion, 
When good is feafonable ; 
Unlefs Authority, which fhould increafe 
The obligation in us, make it lefs, 
And Power itfelf difable. 

Befides the cleannefs of fweet abffinence, 
Qck thoughts and motions at a fmall expenfe, 
A face not fearing light : 
Whereas in fulnefs there are fluttifh fumes, 
Sour exhalations, and difhonef rheums, 
Revenging the delight. 

Then thofe lame pendent profits, which the fpring 
And Eafer intilnate, enlarge the thing, 
And goodnefs of the deed. 
Neither ought other men's abufe of Lent 
Spoil the good ufe; leflc by that argument 
We forfeit all out Creed. 
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'Tis true, we cannot reach Chrift's fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way 
Is better than to rett: 
We cannot reach our Saviour's purity ; 
Yet are we bid, Be holy e'en as he. 
In both let's do our beft. 

Who goeth in the way which Chrift hath gone, 
Is much more fure to Ineet with him, than one 
That travelleth by-ways. 
Perhaps my God, though he be far before, 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more, 
May ftrengthen my decays. 

Yet, Lord, inftru& us to improve our fart 
By ftarving fin, and taking fuch repart 
As may our faults control : 
That every man may revel at his door, 
Not in lais parlour; banqueting the poor, 
And alnong thofe lais foui. 

 63. Virtue. 
WEET Day, fo cool, fo cahn, fo bright, 
The bridal of the earth and tky, 
The dew thall weep thy fall to-night ; 
For thou muft die. 

Sweet Rofe, whofe hue angry and brave 
Bids the ralh gazer wipe his eye, 
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Thy foot is ever in its grave, 
And thou mut die. 
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Sweet Spring, full of fweet days and rofes, 
A box where fweets compaed lie, 
My Mufic flaows ye have your clofes, 
And all mufle die. 

Only a fweet and virtuous foul, 
Like feafon'd tituber, never gives ; 
But though the whoIe world turn to coal, 
Then chiefly lives. 

6 4. The Pearl. 
 MATT. XIII. 
KNOWthewaysofLearning; both thehead 
And Pipes that feed the prefs, and make it run; 
What Reafon hath from Nature borrowed, 
Or of itfelf, like a good houfewife, fpun 
In laws and policy; what the ars confpire, 
What willing Nature fpeaks, what forced by tire; 
Both the old difcoveries, and the new-found feas, 
The ock and furplus, caufe and hiory : 
AI1 thefe ftand open, or I have the keys: 
Yet I love thee. 

I know the ways of Honour, what maintains 
The quick returns of courtefy and wit: 
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In vies of favours whether party gains, 
When glorj¢ fwells the heart, and mouldeth it 
To all expreffions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true-love knot may tie, 
And bear the bundle, wherefoe'er it goes : 
How many drams of fpirit there muft be 
To fell my life unto my friends or foes : 
Yet I love thee. 

I know the ways of Pleafure, the fweet ftrains, 
The lullings and the relithes of it; 
The propotitions of hot blood and brains ; 
What mirth and mufic mean; what love and wit 
Have done thefe txventy hundred years, and more: 
I know the proje&s of unbridled Pcore : 
My ftuff is fleth, not brafs ; my fenfes live, 
And grumble oft, that they have more in me 
Than he that curbs them, being but one to rive: 
Yet I love thee. 

I know all thefe, and have them in my hand: 
Therefore not fealed, but with open eyes 
I fly to thee, and fully underftand 
Both the main fale, and the COlnmodities ; 
And at what rate and price I bave thy love; 
With ail the circumPcances that may move: 
Yet through the labyrinths, hot my groveling wit, 
But thy filk-twift let down frorn heaven to me, 
Did both condu& and teach me, how by it 
To climb to thee. 
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 65. Affli&ion. 
ROKEN in pieces all aftnder, 
Lord, hunt me hOt, 
A thing forgot, 
Once a poor creature, now a wonder, 
A wonder tortured in the fpace 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 

My thoughts are all a cale of knives, 
Wounding my heart 
With fcatter'd thaart ; 
As watering-pots give flowers their lives. 
Nothing their fury can control, 
While they do wound and prick my tbul. 

All my attendants are at ftrife, 
Otting their place 
Unto my face : 
Nothing performs the ta(k of lire: 
The elements are let lootWto fight, 
And while I live, try out their right. 

Oh help, my God! let hot their plot 
Kill them and me, 
Ahd alfo thee, 
Who art my lire : diI]blve the knot, 
_As the fun fcatters by his light 
All the rebellions of the night. 
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Then fhall thofe powers, which work for grief, 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day 
Labour thy praife and my relief; 
With care and courage building me, 
Till I reach heaven, and much more, thee. 

 66. Man. 
Y God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ftately habitation, 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What houle more ftately hath there been, 
Or can be, than is Man ? to whofe creation 
All things are in decay. 

For Man is every thing, 
And more: He is a tree, yet bears no fruit; 
A beaft, yet is, or flaould be more: 
Reafon and fpeech we only bring. 
Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute, 
They go up on the fcore. 

Man is ail fymmetry, 
Full of proportions, one limb to another, 
And all to ail the world befides : 
Each part may call the fartheft, brother : 
For head with foot hath private amity, 
And both with moons and tides. 
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Nothing hath got fo £r, 
But Man hath caught and kept it, as lais prey. 
His eyes difinount the higheft ftar : 
He is in little ail the £phere. 
Herbs gladly cure our flefla, becaufe that thcy 
Find their acquaintance there. 

97 

For us the winds do blow ; 
The earth doth reft, heaven move,and fountains flow. 
Nothing we fee, but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our tre,/kre : 
The whole is, either out cupboard of food, 
Or cabinet ofp/eafi«re. 

The fars have us to bed; 
Night draws the curtain, xvhich the StlII xvithdraws : 
Mufic and light attend out head. 
Ail things unto ourJ/,flz are kind 
In their defcent and being; to our mind 
In their af cent and caufe. 

Each thing is full of duty : 
Waters united are our navigation; 
Diftinguifhed, out habitation ; 
Below, our drink ; above, our meat : 
Both are our cleanlinefs. Hath one fuch beauty ? 
Then how are all things neat! 

More Servants wait on Man, 
Than he'll take notice of: in every path 
He treads doxvn that xvhich doth befriend him, 
When fickncfs makes him pale and wan. 
H 
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Oh mighty love! Man is one world, and bath 
Another to attend him. 

Since then, my God, thou hall 
So lrave a Palace built; O dwell in it, 
That it may dwell with thee at lall! 
Till then, aflbrd us fo much xvit, 
That, as the world ferves us, we may ferve thee, 
And both thy fervants be. 

N 6 7. Antiphon. 
RAISED be the God of love, 
Men. Here below, 
.,4ngels. And here above" 
Who hath dealt his lnercies tb, 
A/ng. To his friend, 
Mon. And to his foe; 

That both 
/ng. 
The great 
/ng. 
Mé!l. 

grace and glory tend 
Us of old, 
And us in the end. 
Shepherd of the fold 
Us did make, 
For us was fold. 

He our foes in pieces brake - 
A/ng. Him we touch ; 
M,'n. And hiln we take. 
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Chor. Wherefore tince that he is filch, 
.ring. We adore, 
/I/h,n. And we do crouch. 
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C/lot o 

Lord, thy praifes fhall be more. 
3r«n. We have none, 
.,qng. And we no fltore. 
Praifed be the God alone 
Who hath lnade of two fol& one. 

 68. Unkindnefs. 
ORD, lnake me coy and tender to offend" 
In friendthip, firflt I think, if that agree, 
Which I intend, 
Unto my friend's intent and end. 
I would not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 

If any touch my friend, or his good naine, 
It is my honour and my love to fiee 
His blafted faine 
From the leaflt fpot or thought of blame. 
I could not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 

My friend may fpit upon my curious floor : 
Would he have gold ? I lend it inftantly ; 
But let the poor, 
And thou within them ftarve at door. 
I cannot ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 
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When that my ffiend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my intereft, and leave it free: 
But when thy grace 
8ues for my heart, I thee difplace ; 
Nor would I ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 

Yet can a friend what thou haft done fulfil ? 
O write in brafs, My God upon a tree 
His blood did fpill, 
Only to purchafe my good will : 
Yet ufe I not myfo««, «« I ufe 

 6 9. Life. 
MADE a pofy, while the day ran by : 
Here will I fmell my remnant out, and fie 
My lire xvithin this hand. 
But rime did beckon to the flowers, and they 
By noon mort cunningly did fteal away, 
And wither'd in my hand. 

My hand was next to them, and then my heart; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 
Time's gentle admonition ; 
Who did fo fweetly death's lad tare convey, 
Making my mind to fmell my fatal day, 
Yet fugaring the tht]icion. 
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Farewell, dear flowers, fweetly your time ye fpent, 
Fit, while ye lived, for finell or ornament, 
And after death for cures. 
I follow ttraight without COlnplaints or grief, 
Since if my fcent be good, I care not if 
It be as lhort as yours. 

 7°. Sublil]ion. 
UT that thou art my wifdoln, Lord, 
And both mine eyes are thine, 
My mind would be extremely ttirr'd 
For mifling my defign. 

Were it hOt better to bettow 
Some place and power on me ? 
Then flaould thy praitC with me grow, 
And fhare in my degree. 

But when I thus difpute and grieve, 
I do refume my fight; 
And pilfering what I once did give, 
DiliCze thee of thy right. 

How know I, if thou fliouldt me raitC 
That I flaould then raire thee ? 
Perhaps great places and thy praitL Do not fo well agree. 
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Wherefore unto my gift I ttand ; 
I will no more advi£e : 
Only do thou lend me a hand, 
Since thou hatt both lnine eyes. 

 7 I, Juflice. 
CANNOT fkill of thefe thy ways: 
Lord, thou didjt make me, yet thou woundejt me: 
Lord, thou doit wound me, yet thou doit relieve me : 
Lord, thou rdievefl, yet I die by thee : 
Lord, thou doit kill me, yet thou doit reprieve me. 

But when I mark my lire and praife, 
Thy juflice me ,noP fitly pays: 
For I do praife thee, yet I [2rai.ri, thee hot : 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers flray : 
I wouM do well, yetJin the hand bath got : 
My foul doth love thee, yet it loves del«y. 
I cannot fkill of thefe my ways. 

 72" Charms and Knots. 
HO read a Chapter when they rire, 
Shall ne'er be troubled with ill eyes. 

A poor man's rod, when thou doflc ride, 
Is both a weapon and a guide. 
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Who fhuts his hand, bath loft his gold: 
Who opens it, bath it twice told. 
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Who goes to bed, and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights to every day. 

Who by afperfions throw a Rone 
At the head of others, lait their OV¢ll. 

Who looks on ground with hulnble eyes, 
Finds himfelf there, and feeks to ritC 

When the hair is fweet through pride or luit, 
The powder doth forget the duPr. 

Take one ffom ten, and what remains ? 
Ten ftill, if Serinons go for gains. 

In fllallow waters heaven doth flaow: 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 

 7 3- Afl-li&ion. 
Y God, I read this day, 
That planted Paradife was not fo firm 
As was and is thy floating Ark ; whofe ftay 
And anchor thou art only, to confirm 
And ftrengthen it in every age, 
When waves do rife, and tempefs rage. 
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At firf we lived in pleafure ; 
Thine own delights thou didf to us impart" 
When we grew wanton, thou didf ufe dit]leafure 
To make us thine : yet that we might not part, 
As we at fir/'t did board with thee, 
Now thou would/'t tafe our mifery. 

There is but joy and grief; 
If either will convert us, we are thine : 
Some Angels ufed the firt't ; if our relief 
Take up the tCond, then thy double line 
And feveral baits in either kind 
Furnith thy table to thy mind. 

Affli&ion then is ours; 
We are the trees, whom flaaking fat'tens more, 
While bluftering willds defroy the walltOll boxvers 
And ruffle ail their curious knots and fore. 
My God, fo temper joy and woe, 
That thy bright beams may rame thy bow. 

 74- Mortification. 
O W foon doth man decay ! 
When clothes are taken from a che of fweets 
To £waddle infants, xvhofe young breath 
Scarce knows the way; 
Thofe clouts are little winding-fheets, 
Which do confign and rend them unto death. 
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When boys go firft to bed, 
They ftep into their voluntary graves; 
Sleep binds theln t:aft ; only their breath 
Makes them not dead. 
Succeflîve nights, like rolling vaves, 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. 
When youth is frank and fiee, 
And calls for mufic, while his veins do t\vell, 
All day exchanging mirth and breath 
In colnpany ; 
That mutic ruminons to the knell, 
Which flmll befriend him at the houle of dcath. 
When man grows ftaid and wife, 
Getting a houle and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes; 
That dumb inclofure maketh love 
Unto the coffin, that attends his death. 
When age grows low and weak, 
Marking his grave, and thawing every year, 
Till all do lnelt, and drown his breath 
When he would fpeak ; 
A chair or litter fhows the bief 
Which fhall convey him to the houle of death. 
Man, ere he is aware, 
Hath put together a folelnnity, 
And dreft his hearfe, while he has breath 
As yet to fpare. 
Yet, Lord, inftru& us fo to die 
That all thefe dyings may be lire in death. 

o 5 



o6 THE POEMS OF 

 75. Decay. 
WEET were the days, when thou didft lodge 
with Lot, 
Struggle with Ïacob, fit with Gid«on, 
Advife with 4braham, when thy power could hot 
Encounter Mof«s' trong complaints and moan : 
Thy xvords were then, Let me alone. 

One might bave fought and round thee prefently 
At fome £tir oak, or buth, or cave, or xvell : 
Is my God this way ? No, they would reply; 
He is to Skmi gone, as we heard tell: 
LiPc, ye may hear great _,qaron's bell. 

But noxv thou doft thyfelf immure and clore 
In fome one corner of a feeble heart : 
"Where yet both Sin and Satan, thy old foes, 
Do pinch and Pcraiten thee, and ufe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part. 

I fee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once fpread, as in an urn 
Doth clofet up ittèlf, and kill retreat, 
Cold fin Pcill forcing it, till it return 
And calling JuPcice, all things burn. 
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 7 6. Mifery. 
ORD, let the Angels praife thy naine. 
Man is a foolifla thing, a foolifla thing; 
Folly and 8in play all his game. 
His houfe ftill burns; and yet he ftill doth ring, 
Man fs ut grafi, 
He kzows it, flll the glafs. 

ttow canflc thou brook lais foolithnefs ? 
Why, he'll not lofe a cup of drink for thee : 
Bid hiln but retaper lais excet ; 
Not he: he knows, where he can better be, 
As he will fwear, 
Than to têrve thee in fear. 

What Rrange pollutions doth he wed, 
And make his own ? as if none knew, but he. 
No man flaall beat into lais head 
That thou within his curtains drawn canft fee : 
They are of cloth, 
Where never yet came moth. 

The ber of men, turn but thy hand 
For one poor minute, ftumble at a pin : 
They would not have their ac2ions fcann'd, 
Nor any forrow tell them that they fin, 
Though it be fmall, 
And meafure not their fall. 
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They quarrel thee, and would give over 
The bargain ruade to ferre thee" but thy love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy mild Dove, 
Not fuffering thofe 
Who would, to be thy foes. 

My God, Man cannot praife thy naine: 
Thou art ail brightnefs, perle& purity : 
The Sun holds down his head for thame, 
Dead with eclipfes, when we fpeak of thee. 
How thall infe&ion 
Prefimie on thy perfe&ion ? 

As dirty hands foul ail they touch, 
And thofe things moR, which are inoR pure and fine: 
So our clay-hearts, e'en when we crouch 
To ting thy praifes, make them lefs dMne. 
Yet either this 

Or none thy portion is. 

Man cannot £erve thee; let him go 
And ferve the Svine : there, there is his delight : 
He doth hot like this virtue, no ; 
Give him lais dirt to wallow in all night ; 
Thefe Preachers make 
His head to fhoot and ache. 

Oh foolifh man! where are thine eyes ? 
How hat} thou loft theln in a crowd of cares ? 
Thou pull'tt the rug, and wilt not rire, 
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No, hOt to purchafe the whole pack of ftars : 
There let them Ihine, 
Thou muft go fleep, or dine. 
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The bird that fees a dainty bower 
Made in the tree, xvhere fle was xvont to lit, 
Wonders and tings, but hot his poxver 
Who ruade the arbour : this exceeds her wit. 
But Man doth know 
The fpring whence all things flow: 

And yet as though he knexv it not, 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reign  
They make his lire a conPtant blot, 
And ail the blood of God to run in vain. 
Ah, wretch ! xvhat verre 
Can thy ftrange xvays rehearfe ? 

Indeed at firft NIan was a treafure, 
A box ofjewels, flmp of rarities, 
A ring, whofe pofy was, My pl«afi«rÆ: 
He was a garden in a Paradife : 
Glory and grace 
Did crown his heart and face. 

But fin hath fool'd him. Now he is 
A lump of fieffé, without a foot or wing 
To raire him tO the glimpfe of blifs : 
A fick toff'd veffel, dafhing on each thing; 
Nay, his own thelf: 
My God, I mean myfelf. 
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N 7 7" Jordan. 
HEN firt lny lines of heavenly joys ruade 
mention, 
Such vas their lutre, they did £o excel, 
That I £ought out quaint words, and trim invention ; 
My thoughts began to burnith, £prout, and fvell, 
Curling vith lnetaphors a plain intention, 
Decking the £en£e, as if it were to £ell. 

Thoufands of notions in iny brain did run, 
Offering their fervice, if I were not fped : 
I often blotted what I had begun ; 
This was hOt quick enough, and that xvas dead. 
Nothing could feem too rich to clothe the Sun, 
Much lefs thofe joys xvhich trample on his head. 

As flames do work and wind, xvhen they afcend ; 
So did I weave myfelf into the fenfe. 
But while I bufled, I might hear a friend 
Whifper, How wide is all tbis long pretence .t 
There i« in love a fw«etn,fi re««y penn'«: 
Copy out only that, and fizv« «xpo. 
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 7 8. Prayer. 
F what an eafy quick accefs, 
My bleffed Lord, art thou! how fiiddenly 
May our requePcs thine car invade ! 
To flmv that fltate diflikes hot eafinet}. 
If I but lift mine eyes, my fuit is made : 
Thou canflt no more not hear, than thou canflt die. 

Of vhat fupreme Almighty power 
Is thy great arm which fpans the Eatt and \Vett, 
And tacks the Centre to the Sphere ! 
By it do all things lire their meafured hour: 
We cannot afk the thing, which is not there, 
Blaming the flallownefs of our requeflt. 

Of what unmeafurable love 
Art thou poffeflt, who, when thou couldft not die, 
Wert fain to take our fleth and curtC 
And for our fakes in perron lin reprove ; 
That by defltroying that which tied thy purfe, 
Thou lnightflt make way for liberality ! 

Since then thefe three xvait on thy throne, 
Eafe, Power, and Love ; I value Prayer fo, 
That were I to leave all but one, 
Wealth, faine, endmvments, virtues, all fhould go; 
I and dear Prayer vould together &vell, 
And quickly gain, for each inch loti, an ell. 
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 79" Obedience. 
Y God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordflfip any way 
Whither the buyer and the £eller pleat ; 
Let it hot thee di£plea£e, 
If this poor paper do as much as they. 

On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To pais it£elf and all it hath to thee. 
To which I do agree, 
And here pre£ent it as my £pecial deed. 

If that hereafter Pleafure 
Cavil, and claim her part and mea£ure, 
As if this paffed with a re£ervtttion, 
Or £ome £uch words in faihion ; 
I here ezclude the wrangler from thy treafure. 

O let thy £acred will 
All thy delight in me fulfil ! 
Let me not think an aion mine own way, 
But as thy love flaall £way, 
Refigning up the rudder to thy fkill. 

Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou flaouldi'r mind a rotten tree ? 
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Yet rince thou canPt hOt choofe but fee my a&ions ; 
So great are thy perfe&ions, 
Thou mayPt as well my a&ions guide, as fee. 

Befides, thy death and blood 
Show'd a range love to ail our good : 
Thy forrows were in earne; no faint proffer, 
Or fuperficial offer 
Ofwhat we might not take, or be withftood. 

Wherefore I ail forego : 
To one word only I fay, No: 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a g or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way ofpurchaf« go. 

He that will pals his land, 
As I have naine, may let his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath rcad; 
And make the purchafe fpread 
To both our goods, if he to it will Ptand. 

How happy were my part, 
If fome kind man would thruPt his heart 
Into thefe lines; till in heaven's court of rolls 
They were by winged fouis 
Enter'd for both, far above their defert ! 
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 80. Confcience. 
EACE, prattler, do not lour: 
Nota fair look, but thou dofl call it foul: 
Nota fweet dith, but thou dort call it four: 
bdufic to thee doth howl. 
By liCtening to thy chatting fears 
I have both loCt mine eyes and ears. 

Prattler, no more, I fay: 
My thoughts llltll' work, but like a noiçelefs fphere. 
Harmonious peace muft rock them all the day: 
No room for prattlers there. 
If thou perfifteth, I will tell thee, 
That I have phyfic to expel thee. 

And the receipt flaall be 
My Saviour's blood : whenever at his board 
I do but tare it, ftraight it cleanfeth me, 
And leaves thee hOt a word ; 
No, hOt a tooth or nail to fcratch, 
And at my a&ions carp, or catch. 

Yet if thou talkef ftill, 
Befides my phyfic, know there's fome for thee: 
Some wood and nails to make a faff or bill 
For thofe that trouble me: 
The bloody crofs of my dear Lord 
Is both my phyfic and my fword. 
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 8,. Sion. 
0 RD, with what glory watt thou ferved ofold, 
When Solomon's temple ttood and flourilhed ! 
Where inott things were of purett gold; 
The wood was all embellifled 
With flowers and carvings, myttical and rare: 
All flow'd the builders, craved the têer's tare. 

Yet ail this glory, ail this polnp and Rate, 
Did hOt affeCt thee much, was hOt thy aire, 
Something there xvas that fow'd debate : 
Wherefore thou quitt'R thy ancient claire : 
And now thy Archite&ure meets with fin; 
For ail thy frame and f-abric is xvithin. 

There thou art flcruggling xvith a peevifla heart, 
Which fometimes croffeth thee, thou fometimes it : 
The fight is hard on either part. 
Great God doth fight, he doth fubmit. 
AI1 Solomon's fea of brafs and xvorld of Rone 
Is not fo dear to thee as one good groan. 

And truly brafs and flcones are heavy things, 
Tombs for the dead, hOt temples fit for thee: 
But groans are quick, and full of wings, 
And ail their motions upxvard be; 
And ever as they mount, like larks they ring: 
The note is lad, yet mufic for a King. 
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 82. Home. 
OME, Lord, my head doth burn, my heart 
is fick, 
While thou dort ever, ever ttay: 
Thy long deferrings wound nie to the quick, 
My fpirit gafpeth night and day. 
0 (how thyfelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee! 

How canft thou ftay, confidering the pace 
The blood did make, which thou didft wafte? 
When I behold it trickling down thy face, 
I never faw thing make fuch halte. 
0 (how thyfelf, &c. 

When man was loft, thy pity look'd about, 
To fee what help in the earth or tky: 
But there was none; at leaft no help without: 
The help did in thy bofom lie. 
0 fhow thyfelf, &c. 

There lay thy Son: and muft he leave that nerf, 
That hive of fweetnefs, to remove 
Thraldom from thofe, who would hot at a feaft 
Leave one poor apple for thy love ? 
0 flaow thyfelf, &c. 
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He did, he came : O my Redeemer dear, 
After all this canft thou be ftrange 
So many years baptized, and not appear ; 
As if thy love could rail or change 
O flaow thyfelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee 
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Yet if thou ftayeft ftill, why mur I ftay ? 
My God, what is this world to me ? 
This world of woe ? hence, ail ye clouds, away, 
Away; I lnuf get up and fee. 
O flow thyfelf, &c. 

What is this weary world ; this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth fo fait ? 
What is this woman-kind, xvhich I can wink 
Into a blacknefs and diftaftc ? 
() flaow thyfelf, &c. 

With one fmall figh thou gaveft me the other day 
I blafted ail the joys about me: 
And fcowling on them as they pined away, 
Now corne again, laid I, and flout me. 
O lhow thyfelf, &c. 

Nothing but drought and dearth, but bufla and brake, 
Which way foe'er I look, I fee. 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake, 
Thcy drefs themfelves and corne to thee. 
O thow thyfelf, &c. 
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We talk of harvefs ; there are no fuch things, 
But when we leave our corn and hay: 
There is no fruitful year, but that which brings 
The laf and loved, though dreadful day. 
O thow thyfelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee ! 

Oh loofe this frame, this knot of man untie, 
That my free foui may ufe her wing, 
XYhich now is pinion'd with mortality, 
As an entangled, hamper'd thing. 
0 how thyfelf, &c. 

What have I left, that I flaould fay and groan ? 
The mof of me to heaven is fled : 
My thoughts and .joys are ail packed up and gone, 
And for their old acquaintance plead. 
O flaow thyfelf, &c. 

Corne, dearef Lord, pafs not this holy feafon, 
My flefla and bones and joints do pray : 
And e'en my verre, when by the rhyme and reafon 
The word is, Stay, fays ever, Came. 
0 fllow thyfelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee ! 



GEORGE HERBERT. ii 9 

 8 3. The Britifla Church. 
JOY, dear Mother, when I view 
Thy perle& lineaments, and hue 
Both £weet and bright : 
Beauty in thee takes up ber place, 
And dates ber letters rioto thy face, 
When fle doth xvrite. 

A fine ai'pe& in fit array, 
Neither too mean, nor yet too gay, 
Shows xvho is be[t: 
Outlandifla looks may not compare ; 
For all they either painted are, 
Or elle undrefL 

She on the hills, which xvantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
By her preferr'd, 
Hath kiff'd fo long her painted fhrines, 
That e'en her face by kifl]ng flfines, 
For her reward. 

She in the valley is £o flay 
Of dreffing, that her hair doth lie 
About her ears : 
While flae avoids her neighbour's pride, 
She wholly goes on the other ride, 
And nothing wears. 
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But, deareft Mother, (what thofe mifs) 
The mean thy praife and glory is, 
And long may be. 
Bleffed be God, whofe love it was 
To double-moat thee with his grace, 
And none but thce. 

 84. The Ofip. 
HE merry world did on a day 
With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And all in fport to jeer at me. 

Firff, Beauty crept into a Rofe ; 
Which when I pluckt not, Sir, faid flae, 
Tell me, I pray, xvhofe hands are thofe ? 

Then Money came, and chinking ffill, 
What tune is this, poor man ? laid he : 
I heard in Mufic you had fkill : 

Then came brave Glory puflîng by 
In filks that whiffled, who but he! 
He fcarce allow'd me hall an eye: 
But thou flmlt anfiv«r, Lord, for me 
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Then came quick Wit and Converfation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 
And, to be thort, make an oration. 
But tbou alt anfw«r, Lord, for t,e. 

Yet when the hour of thy defign 
To anfwer thefe fine things flaall corne ; 
Speak not at large, fay, I ana thine, 
And then they bave their anfwer home. 

I2I 

N 85 . 
OOR filly foul, lies 
low ; 
Whofe fiat delights on earth do creep and grow : 
To whom the ftars (laine not fo fair, as eyes; 
Nor folid work, as falfe embroideries ; 
Hark and beware, left what you now do meafure, 
And write for fweet, prove a mot tur diçpleafire. 

Vanity. 
whofe hope and head 

0 hear betinaes, left thy relenting 
May corne too late ! 
To purcha£e heaven for repenting 
Is no hard rate. 
If fouls be ruade of earthly mould, 
Let them love gold; 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred fiy: 
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For they can never be at ret, 
Till they regain their ancient neR. 
Then filly foul, take heed; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 

 86. The Dawning. 
*a.-qWAKE fad heart, whom forrow 
drowns : 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth, 
Unfold thy forehead gather'd into frowns : 
Thy Saviour cornes, and with him mirth : 
Awake, awake ; 
And with a thankful heart his comforts take. 
But thou dort ftill lament, and pine, and cry; 
And feel his death, but not his viory. 

ever 

Arife lad heart; if thou dort not withFtand, 
ChriFt's refurrecion thine may be : 
Do hot by hanging down break from the hand, 
Which, as it rifeth, raifeth thee: 
Arife, arife ; 
And with his burial linen dry thine eyes. 
Chri left his grave-clothes, that we might, when 
grief 
Draws tears, or blood, not want a handkerchief. 
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 87. Jefu. 
ESU is in my heart, his £acred naine 
Is deeply carved there : but the other week 
A great aff[i&ion broke the little frame, 
E'en all to pieces; which I went to £eek : 
And firflc I found the corner where was J, 
After, where ES, and next where U was graved. 
When I had got thefe parcels, infantly 
I fat me down to fpell tlaem, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was I efi" you, 
And to my whole is ESU. 

 8 8. Bufinefs. 
ANST be idle ? canot thou play, 
Foolifh tbul who finn'd to day ? 

Rivers run, and fprings each one 
Know their home, and get them gone : 
Haf thou tears, or hatt thou none ? 

If, poor foui, thou hatt no tears, 
Would thou hadflt no faults or fears ! 
Who hath thefe, thofe ills forbears. 



THE POEMS OF 

Winds llill work: it is their plot, 
Be the lCeaiCon cold, or hot: 
Hall thou fighs, or haft thou not ? 

If thou haft no fighs or groans, 
Would thou hadll no fle(h and bones ! 
LeflC pains ;cape greater ones. 

But if yet thou idle be, 
Fooli(h foul, Who died for thee ? 

Who did leave his Father's throne, 
To affume thy fleth and bone ? 
Had he lire, or had he none ? 

If he had hot lived for thee, 
Thou hadll died moll wretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fee. 

He fo far thy good did plot, 
That his own felf he forgot. 
Did he die, or did he not ? 

If he had not died for thee, 
Thou hadll lived in mifery. 
Two lives wor£e than ten deaths be. 

And hath any fpace of breath 
'Twixt his fins and Saviour's death ? 

He that lofeth Gold, though drofs, 
Tells to all he meets, his cro£ : 
He that fins, hath he no lors ? 
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He that finds a filver vein, 
Thinks on it, and thinks again : 
Brings thy Saviour's death no gain ? 

Who in heart not ever kneels, 
Neither fin nor Saviour feels. 
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 8 9. Dialogue. 
WEETEST Saviour, if my foui 
Were but worth the having, 
Qckly fhould I then control 
Any thought of waving. 
But when ail my care and pains 
Cannot give the naine of gains 
To thy wretch fo full of (tains; 
What delight or hope remains ? 

What (Child), is the balance tbine ? 
Thine the poife and meafire ? 
If I fay thou alt be mine, 
Finger hot my treajîure. 
lhat the gains in having thee 
Do amount to, only 
That transf«rr'd the accounts to me. 

But as I can fee no merit, 
Leading to this favour : 



I26 

THE POEMS OF 
So the way to fit me for it, 
Is beyond my favour. 
As the rea£on then is thine ; 
So the way is none of mine : 
I difclaim the whole defign : 
Sin difclaims and  refign. 

That is all, if tbat I could 
G«t without repining ; 
_/lnd my clay my creature would 
Fol/ow my rejïgnhzg : 
What as I did freely part 
lYith »q glory and deJèrt, 
Left alljoy« to feel «lljïnart 
Ah! no more: thou break'ff my heart. 

 9 o. Dulnefs. 
HY do I languifla thus, drooping and dull, 
As if I were ail earth ? 
O give me quicknefs, that I may with mirth 
Praife thee brimful ! 

The wanton lover in a curious ftrain 
Can praife his faireft fair ; 
And xvith quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o'er again : 

Thou art my lovelinefs, my lire, my light, 
Beauty alone to me: 
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Thy bloody death and undeferved, makes thee 
Pure red and white. 
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When ail perfe&ions as but one appear, 
That thofe thy form doth flow, 
The very duflt, where thou doit tread and go 
Makes beauties here; 

Where are my lines then ? my approaches ? viexvs ? 
Where are my window-Songs ? 
Lovers are ftill pretending, and e'en wrongs 
Sharpen their Mule. 

But I am loti in flefh, whotWfugar'd lies 
8till mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didIt put a mind there, if I could 
Find where it lies. 

Lord, clear thy gift, that with a conttant wit 
I may but look towards thee : 
Look only; for to love thee, who can be, 
What angel, fit ? 

 9 I o Lovc-Joy. 
S on a window late I caft mine eye, 
I faw a vine drop grapes with J and C 
Anneal'd on every bunch. One flanding by 
Atk'd what it meant. I (who ana never loth 
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To fpend my judgment) laid, it feem'd to me 
To be the body and the letters both 
Of ]Ïoy and Charity. Sir, you have hOt miff'd, 
The man replied ; It figures eESUS CHRIST. 

 9 2. Providence. 
SACRED Providence, who from end to end 
Strongly and fweetly moveft! thall I write, 
And hot of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill ? thall they hot do thee right ? 

Of all the creatures both in fea and land, 
Only to Man thou haft ruade knoxvn thy ways, 
And put the pen alone into his hand, 
And ruade him Secretary of thy praife. 

Beafts fain would ring; birds ditty to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 
To thy renoxvn : but all their hands and throats 
Are brought to Man, xvhile they are lame and mute. 

Man is the xvorld's high Prier : he doth prefent 
The facrifice for all; while they below 
Unto the fervice mutter an affent, 
Such as fprings ufe that fall, and winds that blow. 

He that to praife and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth not refrain unto hilnfelf alone, 
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But robs a thoutànd who xvould prailWthee fain ; 
And doth commit a world of fin in one. 

The beatIs t.ày, Eat me ; but, if beatIs mutI teach, 
The tongue is yours to eat, but inine to praitè. 
The trees tày, Pull llle : but the hand you IDetch 
Is mine to write, as it is yours to railC 

Wherefore, mot tàcred Spirit, I here pretènt 
For me and all rny fellows praife to thee : 
And juP itis that I flaould pay the rent, 
Becautè the benefit accrues to lne. 

We ail acknoxvledge both thy power and love 
To be exa&, tranfcendent, and divine ; 
Who doi fo irongly and (o (weetly lnove, 
While ail things have their vill, yet none but thine. 

For either thy command, or thy permi_ffion 
Lay hands on ail: they are thy riglat and l : 
The firI puts on xvith t]oeed and expedition ; 
The other curbs fin's ftealing pace and theft ; 

Nothing etapes them both : ail lllUfl[ appear, 
And be dit]3ofed, and dreff'd, and tuned by thee, 
Who fweetly temper'tI all. If xve could hear 
Thy tkill and art, what mufic would it be ! 

Thou art in thaall things great, hOt fmall in any : 
Thy even praitè can neither ritè, nor fall. 
Thou art in all things one, in each thing many: 
For thou art infinite in one, and all. 

K 
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Tempeits are cahn to thee, they know thy hand, 
And hold it fait, as children do their father's, 
"Which cry and follow. Thou hait made poor rand 
Check the proud fea, e'en when it fwells and 
gathers. 

Thy cupboard ferves the xvorld : the meat is let 
Where all lnay reach : no beait but knows his feed. 
Birds teach us hawking: filhes bave their net: 
The great prey on the lefs, they on fome weed. 

Nothing engender'd doth prevent his meat; 
Flies bave their table fpread, ere they appear ; 
Some creatures have in xvinter what to eat; 
Others do fleep, and envy hot their cheer. 

I Iow finely doit thou times and feafons fpin, 
And make a twiit checker'd with night and day! 
Which as it lengthens, winds, and winds us in, 
As bowls go on, but turning ail the way. 

Each creature hath a wifdom for lais good. 
The pigeons feed their tender offspring, crying, 
When they are callow; but withdraw their food, 
When they are fledged, that need may teach them 
flying. 

Bees xvork for man; and yet they never bruire 
Their lnaiter's flmver, but leave it, having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to ufe : 
80 both the flower doth itay, and honey run. 
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Sheep eat the grafs, and dung the ground for more : 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for foil : 
Springs vent their ftreams, and by expenfe get ftore : 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil. 

Who hath the virtue to exprefs the rare 
And curious virtues both of herbs and fltones ? 
Is there an herb for that ? 0 that thy care 
Would flaow a root, that gives exprefl]ons ! 

And if an herb hath power, what have the ftars ? 
A rofe, befides his beauty, is a cure. 
Doubtlefs our plagues and plenty, peace and wars, 
Are there nluch furet than out art is thre. 

Thou haft hid metals : man may take them thence ; 
But at his peril : when he digs the place, 
He makes a grave ; as if the thing had fenfe, 
And threaten'd man, that he flaould fill the fpace. 

E'en poifons praife thee. Should a thing be loft ? 
Should creatures want, for want of heed, their due ? 
Since where are poifons, antidotes are ,noft ; 
The help Pcands clore, and keeps the fear in view. 

The fea, which feems to Pcop the traveller, 
Is by a flaip the fpeedier paffage ruade. 
The winds, who think they rule the mariner, 
Are ruled by bi,n, and taught to ferve lais trade. 

And as thy houle is full, fo I adore 
Thy curious art in marflaalling thy goods. 
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The hills with health abound, the vales with çrore ; 
The South with marble; North with furs and 
voods. 

Hard things are glorious ; eafy things good cheap; 
The common all men have ; that which is rare, 
Men therefore feek to have, and tare to keep. 
The healthy frofts with ruminer fruits compare. 

Light without wind is glafs : warm without weight 
Is wool and furs : cool without clofenefs, Il'mde : 
8peed without pains, a horfe : tall without height, 
A fervile hawk: low without lors, a fpade. 

Ail countries have enough to ferve their need : 
If they feek rine things, thou dort make them run 
For their offence ; and then dol turn their fpeed 
To be comlnerce and trade from fun to fun. 

Nothing wears clothes, but Man; nothing doth 
need 
But he to xvear them. Nothing ufeth tire, 
But Man alone, to fhow his heavenly breed : 
And only he bath fuel in defire. 

When the earth xvas dry, thou madeft a fea of xvet : 
When that lay gather'd, thou didft broach the 
mountains : 
When yet fome places could no moifture get, 
The winds grew gardeners, and the clou& good 
fountains. 
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Rain, do hot hurt my flowers ; but gently fpend 
Your honey drops : prefs not to finell them here ; 
When they are ripe, their odour will afcend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appear. 

How harth are thorns to pears ! and yet thcy makc 
A better hedge, and need lefs rcparation. 
How fmooth are filks, compared with a fltake, 
Or with a Rone ! yet make no good foundation. 

$ometimes thou-doft divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone 
Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and can, 
Boat, cable, rail and needle, all in one. 

Moft herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruit's warm kernels help againft the wind. 
The lelnon's juice and rind cure mutually. 
The whey of inilk doth loofe, the inilk doth bind. 

Thy creatures leap not, but exprefs a feaft, 
Where all the guefts fit clore, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry fifla and flefla ; bats, bird and beaft ; 
Sponges, nonfenfe and fenfe ; mines, the earth and 
plants. 

To flaow thou art hOt bound, as if thy lot 
Were worfe than ours, folnetimes thou thifteflt 
hands. 
Mort things move the under jaw ; the Crocodile not. 
Moft things fleep lying, the Elephant leans or ftands. 
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But who hath praife enough ? nay, who hath any ? 
None can exprefs thy works, but he that knows 
them ; 
And none can know thy works, which are fo many, 
And fo complete, but only he that owes them. 

Ail things that are, though they have feveral ways, 
Yet in their being join with one advice 
To honour thee : and fo I give thee praife 
In all my other hymns, but in this twice. 

Each thing that is, although in ufe and name 
It go for one, hath many ways in flore 
To honour thee; and fo each hymn thy lame 
Extolleth inany ways, yet this one more. 

 9 3. Hope. 
GAVE to hope a Watch of mine - but he 
An anchor gave to me. 
Then an old Prayer-book I did prefent : 
And he an optic lent. 
With that I gave a phial full oiç tears : 
But he a few green ears. 
Ah, Loiterer ! l'll no more, no more l'll bring: 
I did expe& a ring. 
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 94. Sins round. 
ORRY I ara, my God, forry I ara, 
That my off'ences courre it in a ring. 
My thoughts are working like a bufy flame, 
Until their Cockatrice they hatch and bring : 
And when they once bave perfecCted their draughts, 
My words take tire from my enflamed thoughts. 

My words take tire flore my enflamed thoughts, 
Which fpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 
They vent the wares, and pals them xvith their tCaults, 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 
But words fufl-ice not, where are lewd intentions : 
My hands do join to finifl the inventions : 

My hands do join to finith the inventions : 
And fo my fins afcend three Rories high, 
As Babel grexv, before there xvere diflCtions. 
Yet ill deeds loiter not: for they fupply 
New thoughts of finning ; wherefore, to my thame, 
8orry I ara, my God, forry I ana. 
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 9 5. Time. 
EETING with Time, Slack thing, laid I, 
Thy fcvthe is dull ; whet it for lhame. 
No marvel, Sir, he did reply, 
If it at length deferve fome blame : 
But where one man would have me grind it, 
Twenty for one too Iharp do find it. 

Perhaps fome fuch of old did pals, 
Who above ail things loved this lire; 
To whom thy tkythe a hatchet was, 
Which now is but a pruning-knife. 
Chrift's coming hatla ruade man thy debtor, 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 

And in his blefling thou art bleft : 
For where thou only wert before 
An executioner at beft, 
Thou art a gardener now, and more. 
An ufher to convey out £ouls 
Beyond the utmoft ftars and poles. 

And this is that makes life fo long, 
While it detains us from our God. 
E'en pleafures here increafe the xvrong : 
And length of days lengthen the rod. 
Who wants the place, where God doth dwell, 
Partakes already hal£ of hell. 
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Of what flrange length mu that needs be, 
Which e'en eternity excludes ! 
Thus far Time heard me patiently : 
Then chafing laid, This man deludes : 
What do I here belote his door ? 
He doth not crave lefs rime, but more. 
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N 9 6. Gratefulncfs. 
HOU that haPt given fo much to lllC, 
Give one thing more, a gratefifl heart. 
8ee how thy beggar works on thee 
By art. 

He makes thy gifts occafion lnore, 
And fays, If he in this be croPt, 
Ail thou haPc given him heretofore 
Is loft. 

But thou didft reckon, when at firft 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worft 
To fave. 

Perpetual knockings at thy door, 
Tears fullying thy tranfparent rooms, 
Gift upon gift; much would have more, 
And cornes. 
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This notwithftanding, thou went'ft on, 
And didft allow us all out noi£e : 
Nay thou haft ruade a figh and groan 
Thy joys. 

Not that thou ha(t not (till above 
Much better tunes, than groans can make ; 
But that thefe country-airs thy love 
Did take. 

Wherefore I cry, and cry again ; 
And in no quiet canflc thou be, 
Till I a thankful heart obtain 
Of thee : 

Not thankful, when it pleatCh me ; 
As if thy bleffings had t]are days : 
But thch a heart, whofe pulfe may be 
Thy praife. 

 97- Pcace. 
WEET Peace, where doflc thou dwell ? I 
Let me once know. [humbly crave, 
I fought thee in a t'ecret cave, 
And aik'd, if Peace were there. 
A hollow wind did feem to anfwer, No : 
Go feek elfewhere. 
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I did; and going did a rainbow note : 
Surely, thought I, 
This is the Lace of Peace's coat: 
I will fearch out the matter. 
But while I look'd, the clouds immediately 
Did break and fcatter. 
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Then went I to a garden, and did fpy 
A gallant flower, 
The crown Imperial: Sure, laid I, 
Peace at the root muft dwell. 
But when I digg'd, I faw a worm devour 
\Vhat thow'd fo well. 

At length I met a reverend good old man" 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began ; 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increatè 
Of flock and fold. 

He fweetly lived ; yet fweetnefs did not fave 
His lire from foes. 
But after death out of his grave 
There fprang twelve Ralks of wheat : 
Which many wondering at, got fome of thotL To plant and fet. 
o 

It profper'd ftrangely, and did foon difperfe 
Through ail the earth : 
For they that tare it do rehearfe, 
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That virtue lies therein ; 
A fecret virtue, bringing peace and mirth 
By flight of fin. 

Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 
Make bread of it : and that repofe 
And peace, xvhich every where 
With fo much earnef[nefs you do purfue 
Is only there. 

 9 8. Confetïïon. 
WHAT a cunning guet1 
Is this Çallle grief! within my heart I ruade 
Clofets ; and in them many a cheft ; 
And like a matter in my trade, 
In thofe chetts, boxes ; in each box, a till : 
Yet grîef knows all, and enters when he will. 

No fcrexv, no piercer can 
Into a piece of tituber work and wind, 
As God's affliCtions into man, 
When he a torture hath defign'd. 
They are too fubtle for the fubtleft hearts ; 
And fall, like rheums, upon the tendereft parts. 

We are the earth ; and they, 
Like moles within us, heave, and car about : 
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And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, much lefs give out. 
No Smith can make fuch locks, but they have keys; 
Clofets are Halls to them; and hearts, highways. 

Only an open breaft 
Doth ut them out, fo that they cannot enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reft, 
But quickly feek fome new adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no faftening have; but fiction 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliion. 

Wherefore my faults and tins, 
Lord, I acknowledge ; take thy plagues away : 
For rince confeffion pardon wins, 
I challenge here the brighteft day, 
The cleareft diamond : let them do their beR, 
They flmll be thick and cloudy to my breatL 

 99- Giddinefs. 
H, what a thing is man ! how £ar from power, 
From fettled peace and reçt! 
He is fome twenty feveral men at leaçt 
Each feveral hour. 

One while he counts of heaven, as of lais treafure : 
But then a thought creeps in, 
And calls him coward, who for fear of fin 
Will lofe a pleafure. 
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Now he will fight it out, and to the wars; 
Now eat his bread in peace, 
And fiaudge in quiet : now he çcorns increaçe ; 
1Nlow all day çpares. 

He builds a houle, which quickly down mur go, 
As if a whirlwind blew 
And crufla'd the building " and 'tis partly true, 
His mind is fo. 

0 what a 

And, like 

fight xvere Man, if lais attires 
Did alter xvith lais lnind ; 
a Dolphin's fkin, lais clothes combined 
With lais defires ! 

Surely if each one çaxv another's heart, 
There would be no colnxnerce, 
No Sale or Bargain pals: ail would diçperfe, 
And lire apart. 

Lord, mend or rather make us: one creation 
Will not çuffice our turn : 
Except thou make us daily, we thall çpurn 
Our own falvation. 

 I OO. The Bunch of Grapes. 
OY, I did lock thee up: but folne bad lnan 
Hath let thee out again- 
And now, methinks, I ara where I began 
Seven years ago- one vogue and vein, 
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One air of thoughts ufurps my brain, 
I did towards Canaan draw ; but now I ana 
Brought back to the Red Sea, the çea of thame. 

For as the Jews of old by God's command 
Travell'd, and faw no toxvn ; 
8o now each Chrittian hath his journeys fpann'd : 
Their/tory pens and rets us down. 
A fingle deed is finall renown. 
God's works are wide, and let in future rimes ; 
His ancient ju/tice overflows our crimes. 

Then have we too our guardian rires and clouds ; 
Our Scripture-dew drops far : 
We have our fands and ferpents, tents and lhrouds 
Alas ! our nurmurings corne not latt. 
But where's the clu/ter ? xvhere's the tatte 
Of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I mu/t borrow, 
Let me as well take up their joy, as forrow. 

But can he want the grape, who hath the wine ? 
I have their fruit and more. 
Bleffed be God, who profper'd Noa/a's Vine, 
_And ruade it bring forth Grapes good ttore. 
But much more him I rouit adore, 
Who of the law's four juice fweet wine did make, 
E'en God himfelf, being preflC for my fake. 
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 I 0 I. Love unknowll. 
EAR friend, fit down, the tale is long and lad: 
And in my faintings I prefume your love 
Will more comply, than help. A Lord I had, 
And have, of wholn fome grounds, which may ira- 
I hold for two lires, and both lires in me. [prove, 
To him I brought a dith of fruit one day, 
And in the middle placed my heart. But he 
(I figh to fay) 
l, ook'd on a fervant, who did know his eye 
Better than you know me, or (which is one) 
Than I myfelf. The fervant inftantly 
Q52jtting the fruit, feized on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 
A fream of blood, which iffued from the ride 
Of a great rock : I well remember all, 
And have good caufe : there it was dipt and dyed, 
And wafla'd, and wrung : the very wringing yet 
Enforceth tears. Hour heart was fou/, I fear. 
Indeed 'ris true. I did and do colnmit 
Nlany a fault more than my leafe will bear; 
Yet fill atk'd pardon, and was not denied. 
But you flaall hear. After my heart was well, 
And clean and fair, as I one eventide 
(I figh to tell) 
Walk'd by myfelf abroad, I faw a large 
And fpacious firnace flaming, and thereon 
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A boiling caldron, round about whoçe verge 
Was in great letters çet IFFLICTION. 
The greatnefs flaow'd the owner. So I went 
To fetch a facrifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that, which I did thus preçent, 
To warm his love, which I did £ear grew cold. 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 
Who was to take it from me, flipt lais hand, 
And threw my heart into the fcalding pan; 
My heart that brought it (do you under(and ?) 
The offerer's heart. 'our heart was bar,t, I f'ar. 
Indeed 'tis true. I round a callous matter 
Began to £pread and to e×patiate there  
But with a richer drug, than fcalding water, 
I bathed it o£ten, e'en with holy blood, 
Which at a board, while many drank bare wine, 
A £riend did teal into my cup for good, 
E'en taken inwardly, and mo divine 
To £upple hardneffes. But at the length 
Out of the caldron getting, foon I fled 
Unto my houle, where to repair the trength 
Which I had loç, I haçed to my bed: 
But when I thought to fleep out all thefe taults, 
(I figh to fpeak) 
I round that £ome had uff'd the bed with thoughts, 
I would fay thorns. Dear, could my heart hot break, 
When with my pleafures e'en my reç was gone ? 
Full well I undertood, who had been there : 
For I had given the key to none, but one : 
It mu be he. 'our heart was dull, I fear. 
Indeed a tlack and tleepy tate of mind 
L 
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Did oft poffefs me, fo that when I pray'd, 
Though ny lips went, my heart did ftay behind. 
But all my fcores were by another paid, 
Who took the debt upon him. Uruly, Friend, 
For ought I hear, your Mer flows to you 
More favour than you wot of. _Mark tbe end. 
The Font did only, what was old, renew : 
The Ca]dron jTqt]ed, what was grown too hard : 
The Thorns did qiicken, what was grown too dull : 
ll did but Jtrive to mend, what you had marr'd. 
Each d«Ç, eacb hour, each moment  the eek, 
lho fdn wouht bave you he, ne, ten&r, u#k. 

N  o2. Man's Medley. 
ARK, hoxv the birds do ring, 
And xvoods do ring. 
All creatures have their joy, and man hath his. 
Yet if xve rightly meafure, 
Man's joy and pleafire 
Rather hereafter, than in prefent, is. 

To this life things of fenfe 
Make their pretence : 
In the other Angels have a right by birth : 
Man ries them both alone, 
And makes them one, 
With the one hand touching heaven, with the other 
earth. 
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In foui he mounts and flies, 
In fleth he dies. 
He wears a ffuff whofe thread is coarfe and round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And lhould take place 
After the trimming, hot the ffuff and ground. 

Not, that he may not here 
Tatte of the cheer : 
But as birds drink, and Rraight lift up their head ; 
So muft he tip, and think 
Of better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 

But as his joys are double, 
So is his trouble. 
He hath two winters, other things but one : 
Both frofts and thoughts do nip : 
And bite his lip; 
And he of all things fears two deaths alone. 

Yet even the greatet griefs 
May be reliefs, 
Could he but take them right, and in their xvays. 
Happy is he, whofe heart 
Hath round the art 
To turn his double pains to double praife. 
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  o3. The Storm. 
F as the winds and waters here below 
Do fly and flow, 
My fighs and tears as bufy were above ; 
Sure they would move 
And much affe& thee, as tempeftuous times 
Amaze poor mortals, and obje& their crimes. 

Stars have their ftorms, e'en in a high degree, 
As well as we. 
A throbbing confcience fpurred by remorfe 
Hath a ftrange force : 
It quits the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to afl'ault thee, and befiege thy door. 

There it ftands knocking, to thy mufic's wrong, 
And drowns the long. 
Glory and honour are t'et by till it 
An anfwer get. 
Poets have wrong'd poor ftorms : fuch days are ber ; 
They purge the air without, within the breaft. 
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  o 4. Paradife. 
BLESS thee, Lord, becaufe I GROW 
Among thy trees, which in a ROW 
To thee both ff-uit and order ow. 

What open force, or hidden CHARM 
Can blaft my fruit, or bring me HARM, 
While the inclofure is thinc ARM ? 

Inclofe me ftill for fear I START. 
Be to me rather flarp and TART, 
Than let me want thy hand and ART. 

When thou doft greaterjudgments SPARF, 
And with thy knife but prune and PARE, 
E'en fruitful trees more fiuitful AR. 

Such fharpnefs fhows the fweeteft FRIEND : 
Such cuttings rather heal than REND: 
And fuch beginnings touch their END. 

, o5. The Method. 
'OOR heart, lainent. 
For rince thy God refufeth ftill, 
There is fome rub, fome difcontent, 
Which cools his will. 
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Thy Father could 
Q_ickly effe&, what thou dof[ move ; 
For he is Power : and fure he wouM ; 
For he is Love. 

Go fearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaf[, and turn thy book : 
If thou hadf[ lof[ a glove or ring, 
Wouldf[ thou not look ? 

What do I fee 
Written above there ? Y'efler&y 
I did behave me cardefsly, 
IKhen I did pray. 
And flmuld God's ear 
To fuch indifferents chained be, 
Who do not their own motions hear ? 
Is God lefs free ? 

But f[ay ! what's there ? 
Late when I would have fomething donc, 
I had a motion toforbear, 
T'et I went on. 

And fhould God's ear, 
Which needs hot man, be tied to thofe 
Who hear not hiln, but quickly hear 
His utter foes ? 

Then once more pray: 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice : 
Seek pardon firf[, and God will fay, 
Glad heart, rejoice. 
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  o6. Divinity. 
S men, for fear the f[ars thould fleep aud uod, 
And trip at night, have fpheres fupplied ; 
As if a f[ar were duller than a clod, 
Which knows his way without a guide : 

Juf[ fo 
Which 

the other heaven they alfo ferve, 
Divinity's tranfcendent fky: 
with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 
Reafon triumphs, and Faith lies by. 

Could not thatwifdom, which firf broach'd the wine, 
Have thicken'd it with definitions ? 
And jagg'd lais feamlefs coat, had that been fine, 
With curious quefions and divifions ? 

But all the dorine, which he taught and gave, 
Was clear as heaven, from whence it came. 
At leaf[ thofe beams of truth, which only tkve, 
Surpafs in brightnefs any flame. 

Lave God, and love your neighbour, lUatch and[2ray. 
Da as you would be done unto. 
O dark inflcru(tions, e'en as dark as day! 
Who con thefe Gordian knots undo ? 

But he doth bid us take his blood for wine. 
Bid what he pleafe ; yet I am fure, 
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To take and tarte what he doth there defign, 
Is all that laves, and hot obfcure. 

Then burn thy Epicycles, foolith man; 
Break all thy fpheres, and lave thy head; 
Faith needs no ftaff of fleth, but koutly can 
To Heaven alone both go, and lead. 

 0 7. Ephef. iv. 3 o. 
 GRIEVE NOT THE HOLY SPIRIT, ETC. 
ND art thou grieved, fweet and facred Dove, 
When I am four, 
And crofs thy love ? 
Grieved for me ? the God of frength and pmver 
Grieved for a worm, which when I tread, 
I pafs away and leave it dead ? 

Then xveep, naine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
Weep, foolifla heart, 
And weeping live; 
For death is dry as duR. Yet if we part, 
End as the night, whofe fable hue 
Your fins exprefs; melt into dew. 

When faucy mirth flaall knock or call at door, 
Cry out, Get hence, 
Or cry no more. 
Ahnighty God doth grieve, he puts on fenfe : 
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I fin not to my grief alone, 
But to my God's too; he doth groan. 
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Oh take thy lute, and tune it to a train, 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. 
There can no difcord but in ceafing be. 
Marbles tan weep ; and furely trings 
More bowels bave, than fuch hard things. 

Lord, I ad.judge myfelf to tears and grief, 
E'en endlefs tears 
Without relief. 
If a clear fpring for me no time forbears, 
But runs, although I be not dry; 
I ara no Crytal, what fhall I ? 

Yet if I wail hot till, rince ftill to wail 
Nature denies ; 
And fleth would t'ail, 
If my deferts were maters of mine eyes : 
Lord, pardon, for thy Son makes good 
My want of tears with ore of blood. 

 o8. The Family. 
HAT doth this noire of thoughts within lny 
As if they had a part ? [heart, 
What do thefe loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there were no rule or ears ? 
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But, Lord, the houle and family are thine, 
Though fome of them repine. 
Turn out thefe wranglers, which defile thy feat: 
For where thou dwelleflt all is neat. 

Firflt Peace and Silence all difputes control, 
Then Order plays the foul; 
And giving all things their let forms and hours, 
Makes of wild woods fweet walks and bowers. 

Humble Obedience near the door doth fltand, 
ExpeCting a command : 
Than whom in xvaiting nothing feems more flow, 
Nothing more quick when the doth go. 

joys oft are there, and griefs as oft as joys; 
But griefs without a noire : 
Yet fpeak they louder, than diflcemper'd fears : 
What is fo flarill as filent tears ? 

This is thy houle, with the£e it doth abound : 
And where thefe are hOt round, 
Perhaps thou co,neflt fometimes, and for a day; 
But hOt to make a confltant ttay. 

 10 9. The Size. 
ONTENT thee, greedy heart. 
Modeflt and moderate joys to thofe, that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part, 
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Are paffing brave. 
Let the upper fprings into the low 
Defcend and fall, and thou dort flow. 
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What though l'orne have a fraught 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinnamon rail ? 
If thou haft wherewithal to t]»ice a draught, 
When griefs prevail, 
And for the future time art heir 
To the Ille of fpices, Is't hOt fair ? 

To be in both worlds 
Is more than God was, who was hungry here. 
Wouldft thou his laws of fafting difannul ? 
Ena& good cheer ? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to lave it ? 
Wouldft thou both eat thy cake, and have it ? 

Great joys are ail at once; 
But little do referve themfelves for more : 
Thofe have their hopes ; thefe what they have re- 
And live on fcore : [nounce, 
Thofe are at home; thefe journey ftill, 
And meet the rePc on Sion's hill. 

Thy Saviour fentenced joy, 
And in the flefla condemn'd it as unfit, 
At leaft in lump : for fuch doth oft deftroy ; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth 'tice us on to hopes of more, 
And for the prefent health reftore. 
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A ChriRian's ftate and cale 
Is not a corpulent, but a thin and fpare, 
Yet aCtive lrength : whofe long and bony face 
Content and care 
Do feem to equally divide, 
Like a pretender, not a bride. 

Wherefore fit down, good heart ; 
G.rafp not at much, for fear thou lo1C all. 
If colnforts fell according to defert, 
They would great froRs and fnows deroy : 
For we fhould count, Since the laçt joy. 

Then clore again the (eam 
XYhich thou hal't open'd; do hOt fpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to lnind thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whofe meridian was engraven, 
Uhefe Seas are tears, and Heaven the Haven. 

 I I Oo Artillery. 
S I one evening fat before my cell, 
Methought a Rar did floot into my lap. 
I rofe, and fhook my clothes, as knowing well, 
That from fmall rires cornes oft no fmall miflap : 
When fuddenly I heard one fay, 
D0 a« ea0u @, 
Ea«l good motion« fro,n thy 
Whi«h bave the fa«e Eflre, but end in 
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I, who had heard of mufic in the fpheres, 
But not of çpeech in Rats, began to mule : 
But turning to my God, whofe miniRers 
The Rats and all things are; If I refufe, 
Dread Lord, laid I, fo oft my good ; 
Then I refutWnot e'en xvith blood 
To wa[h away lny tubborn thought : 
For I will do, or fuffer what I ought. 
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But I have alfo Rars and thooters too, 
Born where thy fervants both artilleries ufe. 
My tears and prayers night and day do woo, 
And work up to thee; yet thou doR refut. 
"Not but I ana (I muR t:ay Rill) 
Much more obliged to do thy will, 
Than thou to grant mine : but becaufe 
Thy promife nmv hath e'en tC thee thy lavs. 

Then we are thooters both, and thou doR deign 
To enter combat with us, and conteR 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain : 
Shun not my arrows, and behold my breatL 
Yet if thou thunneR, I am thine : 
I mur be fo, if I ara mine. 
There is no articling with thee: 
I am but finite, yet thine infinitely. 
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  . Church-Rents anti Schifins. 
RAVE rofe, (alas !) where art thou ? in the 
chair, 
Where thou didtI lately fo triumph and flfine, 
A worm doth fit, whofe many feet and hair 
Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine. 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottom of the leaves: which when the wind 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 
Where rude unhallowed tteps do crufl and grind 
Their beauteous glories. Only fhreds ofthee, 
And thofe all bitten, in thy chair I fee. 

Why doth my Mother blulh ? is fhe the rofe, 
And fliows it fo ? Indeed ChriIt's precious blood 
Gave you a colour once; which when your foes 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did you good, 
And ruade you look much frether than before. 
But when debates and fretting jealoufies 
Did worm and work within you more and more, 
Your colour faded, and calamities 
Turned your ruddy into pale and bleak : 
Your health and beauty both began to break. 

Then did your feveral parts unloofe and ttart : 
Which when your neighbours faw, like a north wind 
They ruthed in, and caIt them in the dirt 
Where Pagans tread. 0 Mother dear and kind, 
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Where fhall I get llae eyes enough to weep, 
As many eyes as ftars ? rince it is night, 
And Inuch of //ïa and Europe fait afleep, 
And e'en ail .A[frick ; would at lcaft I might 
With thefe two poor ones lick up all the dew, 
Which falls by night, and pour it out for you! 

   2. JuPdce. 
DREADFUL juRice, what a fright and 
XVaR thou of old, [tcrror 
When tin and error 
Did fhow and flape thy looks to me, 
And through their glafs difcolour thee! 
He that did but look up, was proud and bold. 

The difhes of thy balance feem'd to gape, 
Like two great pits; 
The beam and tCape 
Did like fome tottering engine flmw : 
Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
Daunting the Router hearts, the proudeR wits. 

But now that ChriR's pure veil prefents the fight, 
I fee no fears : 
Thy hand is white, 
Thy fcales like buckets, which attend 
And interchangeably defcend, 
Lifting to heaven from this well of tears. 
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For where bef'ore thou till didt call on me, 
Now I t'till touch 
And harp on thee. 
God's promi(es hath ruade thee mine : 
Why hould I juçtice now decline ? 
Againt't me there is none, but l'or me much. 

 x x 3- The Pilgrimage. 
TRAVELL'D on, feeing the hill, where lay 
My expe&ation. 
A long it was and weary xvay. 
The gloomy cave of Defperation 
I left on the one, and on the other ride 
The rock of Pride. 

And fo I came to Fancy's meadow ftrow'd 
With many a flower : 
Fain would I here have made abode, 
But I was quicken'd by my hour. 
So to Care's copfe I came, and there got through 
With much ado. 

That led me to the wild of Paffion ; xvhich 
Some call the world ; 
Pi waflced place, but fometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
Save one good Pingel, which a friend had tied 
Clore to my ride. 
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At length I got unto the gladfome bill, 
Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart ; and climbing tIill, 
When I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackith waters on the ground 
Was ail I found. 

With that abafh'd and tIruck with many a Ring 
Of fwarming fears, 
I fell, and cried, Alas, my King; 
Can both the way and end be tears ? 
Yet taking heart, I rofe, and then perceived 
I xvas deceived : 

My hill was further : fo I flung away, 
Yet heard a cry 
Jutt as I went, None goes t/at way 
4nd lires : If that be ail, thid I, 
After fo foui a journey death is fair, 
And but a chair. 

 I 1 4" The Hold-faR. 
THREATEN'D to obferve the ttri& decree 
Ofmy dear God with all my power and might : 
But I was told by one, it could hOt be ; 
Yet I might trutt in God to be my light. 

Then will I trutI, laid I, in him alone. 
Nay, e'en to truft in him, was alfo his: 
M 
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We muft confefs, that nothing is our own. 
Then I confefs that he my fuccour is: 

But to have nought is ours, not to confefs 
That we bave nought. I ftood amazed at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend exprefs, 
That all things were more ours by being his. 
What .,&tare had, and forfeited for ail, 
Chrifl keepeth noxv, xvho cannot rail or fall. 

   5- Complaining. 
0 not beguile my heart, 
Becaufe thou art 
My poxver and wifdom. Put me not to flaame, 
Becaufe I ana 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duft that calls. 

Thou art the Lord of glory ; 
The deed and ftory 
Are both thy due: but I a filly fly, 
That live or die, 
According as the weather falls. 

Art thou ail juftice, Lord ? 
Shoxvs not thy word 
More attributes ? Ara I ail throat or eye, 
To xveep or cry ? 
Have I no parts but thofe of grief? 
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Let not thy wrathful power 
Affli& my hour, 
My inch of life: or let thy gracious power 
Contra& my hour, 
That I may climb and find relief. 

16 3 

 t  6. The Difcharge. 
USY enquiring heart, what wouldft thou 
Why doçt thou pry, [know ? 
And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low; 
And in thy lookings çtretch and grow ? 

Haçt thou not ruade thy counts, and fumm'd up all ? 
Did not thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart ? 
Let what will fall : 
That which is paçt who can recall ? 

Thy lire is Goal's, thy time to corne is gone, 
And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon : he is at night 
Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath fown. 

And well it was for thee, when this befell, 
That God did make 
Thy bufinefs his, and in thy lire partake : 
For thou canPc tell, 
If it be his once, all is well. 



6 4 THE POEMS OF 
Only the prefent is thy part and fee. 
And happy thou, 
If, though thou didt hot beat thy future brow, 
Thou couldt well fee 
What prefent things required of thee. 

They afk enough; why thouldPc thou further go ? 
Raire not the mud 
Of future depths, but drink the clear and good. 
Dig not for woe 
In tilnes to colne ; for it will grow. 

Man and the prefent fit: if he provide, 
He breaks the fquare. 
This hour is lnine : if for the next I care, 
I grow too wide, 
And do encroach upon death's ride : 

For death each hour environs and furrounds. 
He that would knoxv 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
Unto thofe grounds, 
But thro' a Churchyard which them bounds. 

Things prefent fhrink and die: but they that fpend 
Their thoughts and fenfe 
On fiture grief, do not remove it thence, 
But it extend, 
And draw the bottom out an end. 
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God chains the dog till night : wilt loofe the chain, 
And wake thy forrow ? 
Wilt thou forefall it, and now grieve to-morrow, 
And then again 
Grieve over ffefhly ail thy pain ? 

Either grief xvill hOt corne : or if it mut, 
Do hot forecaflc : 
And while it cometh, it is almof paR. 
Axvay diflruflc : 
My God bath promifed ; he is jufL 

I 1 7" Praife. 
ING of Glory, King of Peace, 
I will love thee: 
.And that love may never ceafe, 
I will move thee. 

Thou ha granted my reque, 
Thou ha heard nie : 
Thou didçt note my working breaf, 
Thou haf fpared nie. 

Wherefore with my utmof[ art 
I will ring thee, 
.And the cream of all my heart 
I will bring thee. 
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Though my fins againft me cried, 
Thou didft clear me ; 
And alone, when they replied, 
Thou didft hear me. 

Seven whole days, hOt one in feven, 
I will praife thee. 
In iny heart, though hot in Heaven, 
I can raire thee. 

Thou grew'ft foft and moift with tears, 
Thou relentedft. 
And when Juflice call'd for fears, 
Thou difl-entedft. 

Small it is, in this poor fort 
To enrol thee: 
E'en eternity is too fhort 
To extol thee. 

   8. An Offering. 
OME,bring thygift. Ifbleflîngs were as flow 
As men's returns, what would become of fools ? 
What haft thou there ? a heart ? but is it pure ? 
Search well and fee; for hearts have many holes. 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to beftow : 
In Chrift two natures met to be thy cure. 
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0 that within us hearts had propagation, 
Since many gifts do challenge many hearts ! 
Yet one, if good, may title to a number ; 
And fingle things grow fruitful by deferts. 
In public judgments one may be a nation. 
And fence a plague, while others fleep and flumber. 

But ail I fear is, left thy heart difpleafe, 
As neither good, nor one : fo oft divifions 
Thy lufts bave ruade, and hot thy luis alone; 
Thy parlions alfo bave their let partitions. 
Thefe parcel out thy heart : recover thefe, 
And thou mayft offer many gifts in one. 

There is a balfam, or indeed a blood, [clore 
Dropping from heaven, xvhich doth both cleanfe and 
Ail forts of wounds ; of fuch Rrange force it is. 
Seek out this All-heal, and feek no repofe, 
Until thou find, and ufe it to thy good : 
Then bring thy gift; and let thy hymn be this; 

INCE my fadnefs 
Into gladnefs, 
Lord thou doR convert, 
O accept 
What thou haR kept, 
As thy due defert. 

Had I many, 
Had I any, 
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(For this heart is none) 
All were thine 
And none of mine, 
Surely thine alone. 

Yet thy favour 
May give favour 
To this poor oblation ; 
And it raire 
To be thy praife, 
And be my falvation. 

g I I 9" Longing. 
ITH fick and famith'd eyes, 
With doubling knees and weary bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my groans, 
To thee my fighs, my tears attend : 
No end ? 

My throat, my foul is làoarfe ; 
My heart is wither'd like a ground 
Which thou dort ourle. 
My thoughts turn round, 
And make me giddy; Lord, I fall, 
Yet call. 

From thee all pity flows. 
Mothers are kind, becaufe thou art, 
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And dope difpofe 
To them a part: 
Their infants, theln; and they fuck thee 
More free. 

Bmvels of pity, hear! 
Lord of my foul, love of my mind, 
Bow down thine ear [ 
Let not the wind 
Scatter my words, and in the faille 
Thy naine 
Look on my forrows round! 
Mark well my furnace ! O what ttames, 
What heats abound ! 
What griefs, what flaames 
Cnfider, Lord; Lord, bow thine ear, 
And hear ! 

Lord Jefu, thou didPc bow 
Thy dying head upon the tree : 
O be not now 
More dead to me! 
Lord, hear! Shal] he that ruade the ear 
Not hear ? 

Behold, thy dupe doth Pcir; 
It moves, it creeps, it aires at thee : 
Wilt thou defer 
To fuccour me, 
Thy pile of duft, wherein each crumb 
Says, Corne ? 

16 9 
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To thee he]p appertains. 
Hatt thou left all things to their couffe, 
And laid the teins 
Upon the horfe ? 
Is all lock'd ? hath a tinner's plea 
No key ? 

Indeed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leaf affign'd : 
Yet a meek look 
Hath interlined. 
Thy board is full, yet humble guefts 
Find netts. 

Thou tarrieft, while I die, 
And fall to nothing: thou dort reign, 
And rule on high, 
While I remain 
In bitter grief: yet am I ftyled 
Thy child. 

Lord, didft thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve ? how can it be, 
That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me ? 
Were fin alive, good caufe there were 
To bear. 

But now both fin is dead, 
And ail thy promifes live and bide. 
That wants his head; 
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Thefe fpeak and chide, 
And in thy bofom pour my tears, 
As theirs. 

Lord JESU, hear my heart, 
Which hath been broken now fo long, 
That every part 
Hath got a tongue ! 
Thy beggars grow; rid them away 
To-day. 

My love, Iny fweetnefs, hear! 
By thefc thy feet, at which my heart 
Lies ail the year, 
Pluck out thy dart, 
And heal my troubled breaft which cries, 
Which dies. 

 2o. The Bag. 
WAY defpair ; my gracious Lord doth hear, 
Though winds and waves affault my keel, 
He doth preferve it: he doth fteer, 
E'en when the boat feems mort to reel. 
Storms are the triumph of his art: 
"Vell may he cloçe his eyes, but not his heart. 

Haft thou not heard, that my Lord JESUS died ? 
Then let me tell thee a range ory. 
The God of" power, as he did ride 
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In his inajeftic robes of glory, 
Refolved to light; and fo one day 
He did defcend, undreflîng all the way. 

The ftars his tire of light and rings obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the tire his tear, 
The fky his azure mantle gain'd. 
And when they afk'd, what he would wear; 
He fmiled, and laid as he did go, 
tte had new clothes a making here below. 

When he was corne, as travellers are wont, 
Ite did repair unto an inn. 
Both then and after, many a brunt 
He did endure to cancel fin: 
And having given the rett before, 
Here he gave up his lire to pay our £core. 

But as he xvas returning, thcre came one 
That ran upon him xvith a fpear. 
He xvho came hither ail alone, 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Received the blow upon his ride, 
And ttraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cried, 

Ifye bave any thing to £end or write, 
(I have no bag, but here is room) 
Unto my Father's hands and fight 
(Believe me) it flaall £afely corne. 
That I flaall mind, what you impart ; 
Look, you may put it very near my heart. 
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Or if hereafter any of nly friends 
Will ufe me in this kind, the door 
Shall ftill be open ; what he rends 
I will prefent, and fomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Anything to me. Hark defpair, away. 
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 12 I. The Jews. 
OOR nation, whofe fweet fip, and ]uice 
Our fcions bave purloin'd, and lcft you dry : 
Whofe Rreams we got by the Apoftles' fluice, 
And ufe in baptifin, while ye pine and die : 
Who by hot keeping once, became a debtor ; 
And now by keeping lofe the letter : 

O that my prayers! mine, alas! 
0 that fome Angel might a trumpet round : 
At which the Church falling upon ber tCace 
Should cry fo loud, until the trump were drown'd, 
And by that cry of ber dear Lord obtain, 
That your fweet tZap might colne again ! 

 122. The Collar. 
STRUCK the board, and cried, No more; 
I will abroad. 
What ? flaall I ever figh and pine ? 
My lines and life are free ; free as the road, 
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Loofe as the wind, as large as ftore. 
Shall I be ftill in fuit ? 
Have I no harveft but a thorn 
To let me blood, and hOt reftore 
What I have loft with Cordial fruit ? 
Sure there was wine, 
Before my fighs did dry it: there was corn, 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the year only Ioft to me ? 
Have I no bays to crown it ? 
No flowers, no garlands gay ? all blafted ? 
Ail wafted ? 
Not fo, my heart : but there is fruit, 
And thou haft hands. 
Recover all thy figh-blown age 
On double pleafures : leave thy cold difpute 
Of what isjçt, and hot : forfake thy cage, 
Thy tope of fonds, 
Which petty thoughts have mode, and mode to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, 
Vhile thou didft wink and wouldft not fee. 
Away ; take heed : 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy death's-head there : tie up thy fears. 
He that forbears 
To fuit and ferre his need, 
Deferves his load. 
But as I raved and grew more tierce and xvild 
At every word, 
Methought I heard one calling, Child: 
And I replied, My Lord. 
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[ I Z 3- The Glimpfe. 
IHITHER away delight ? 
Thou cameft but now; wilt thou fo foon depart, 
And give me up to night ? 
For many xveeks of lingering pain and finart 
But one hall hour of comfort for lny heart ? 

Methinks delight fhould bave 
More ill in mutic, and keep better time. 
Wert thou a wind or xvave, 
They quickly go and corne with leffer crime : 
Flowers look about, and die hot in their prime. 

Thy thort abode and ftay 
Feeds not, but adds to the dctire of meat. 
Lime begg'd of old (they fay) 
A neighbour fpring to cool his inward heat; 
Which by the fpring's accefs grew much more great. 

In hope of thee my heart 
Pick'd here and there a crumb, and would hOt die; 
But confiant to his part, 
When as my fears foretold this, did reply, 
A flender thread a gentle gueft will tie. 

Yet if the heart that wept 
MuR let thee go, return when it doth knock. 
Although thy heap be kept 
For future times, the droppings of the Rock 
May oft break forth, and never break the lock. 
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If I bave more to fpin, 
The wheel fhall go, fo that thy lay be flaort. 
Thou know' how grief and fin 
Difturb the work. 0 make me hOt their fport, 
Who by thy COlning may be ruade a Court! 

  24. Aflirance. 
SPITEFUL bitter thought ! 
Bitterly l]_»itefill thought! Couldft thou invent 
So high a torture ? Is fuch poifon bought ? 
Doubtlefs, but in the xvay of punithlnent, 
When wit contrives to meet with thee, 
No fich rank poitbn can there be. 

Thou faid'ft but even now, 
That ail was not fo fair, as I conceived, 
Betwixt my God and me; that I allow 
And coin large hopes ; but, that I was deceived" 
Either the league was broke, or near it; 
And, that I had great caufe to fear it. 

And xvhat to this ? \Vhat more 
Could poifon, if it had a tongue, exprefs ? 
What is thy aim ? Wouldft thou unlock the door 
To cold defpairs, and gnawing penfivenefs ? 
Wouldf thou raife devils ? I fee, I know, 
I writ thy purpofe long ago. 
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But I will to my Father, 
Who heard thee fay it. 0 molt gracious Lord, 
If all th ehope and comfort that I gather, 
Were £rom myfelf, I had hot hall a word, 
Not hall aletter to oppotè 
What is objeCted by my foes. 

But thou art lny defert : 
And in this League, which now lny foes invade, 
Thou art hOt only to perforln thy part, 
But alfo mine; as when the lcague was ruade, 
Thou didt at once thyfelf indite, 
And hold my hand, while I did write. 

Wherefore if thou canft rail, 
Then can thy truth and I : but while rocks ftand, 
And rivers t'tir, thou canfl hot thrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and ail things thall ditband, 
Then lhalt thou be my rock and tower, 
And lnake their ruin praitWthy power. 

Now, foolith thought, go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To bide thy thame : for thou haft caft a bone, 
Which bounds on thee, and xvill not down thy throat. 
What for itfelf love once began, 
Now love and truth will end in man. 

N 
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 I 25. The Call. 
OME, my Way, my Truth, lny Lire : 
Such a Way, as gives us breath : 
Such a Truth, as ends ail Itrife : 
Such a Lire, as killeth death. 

Comc, 
Such a 
Such a 
Such a 

lny Light, my Feait, my Strength : 
Light, as fhows a feaft : 
Feait, as lnends in length : 
Strength, as makes his gueit. 

Collle, 
Such a 
Such a 
Such a 

my Joy, my Love, my Heart : 
Joy, as none ca,a move : 
Love, as none can part : 
Heart, as joys in love. 

 126. Clafping of Hands. 
ORD, thou art naine, and I ara thine, 
If mine I am: and thine much more, 
Than I or ought, or can be naine. 
Yet to be thine, doth me reitore ; 
So that again I now ana naine, 
And with advantage naine the more. 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doit thee reitore. 
If I without thee would be naine, 
I neither lhould be mine nor thine. 
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Lord, I ara thine, and thou art naine: 
So naine thou art, that fomething more 
I lnay prefume thee naine, than thine. 
For thou didtt fuffer to rettore 
Not thee, but me, and to be mine: 
And with advantage mine the lnore, 
Since thou in death waPc none of thine, 
Yet then as mine didPc me rePcore. 
O be mine ttill! ttill make me thine; 
Or rather make no Thine and Mine! 
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  2 7- Praifc. 
ORD, I will mean and fpeak thy praife, 
Thy praitWalone. 
My bufy heart thall fpin it all my days: 
And when it ftops for want of l°core, 
Then will I wring it with a figh or groan, 
That thou mayPc yet have lnore. 

When thou doft favour any a&ion, 
It runs, it flies : 
Ail things concur to give it a perfe&ion. 
That which had but txvo legs before, 
When thou doft blefs, bath txvelve : 
To twenty then, or more. 

[rire 
one xvheel doth 

But when thou dot on bufinefs blow, 
It hangs, it ¢logs : 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 
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Can hale or draw it out of door. 
Legs are but t'tumps, and Pharaoh's xvheels but logs, 
And ftruggling hinders more. 

Thoufands of things do thee employ 
In ruling ail 
This fpacious Globe : Angels muft bave their joy, 
Devils their rod, the tèa lais thore, 
The winds thcir ftint : and yet when I did call, 
Thou heard'ft my call, and more. 

I have hot lot't onc fingle tear : 
But when mine eyes 
Did weep to heaven, they round a bottlc thcre 
(As we have boxes for the poor) 
Ready to take them in; yet of a fize 
That would contain much more. 

But after thou hadft flipt a drop 
From thy right eye 
(Which there did bang like t'treamers near the top 
Of fome fair Church, to flaow the fore 
And bloody battle which thou once didt't try) 
The glafs was full and more. 

Wherefore I ring. Yet rince my heart, 
Though preff'd, runs thin; 
O that I might çome other hearts convert, 
And fo take up at utWgood çtore - 
That to thy chefts there might be coming in 
Both ail my praife, and more! 
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 128. Jofq»h's Coat. 
OUNDED I ring, tormcnted I cnditc, 
Thrown down I fall into a bed, and reft: 
Sorroxv hath changed its note: t'uch is his will 
Who changeth all things, as hiln pleatèth belt. 
For well he knoxvs, if but ont grief and fmart 
Alnong Iny many had his full career, 
Sure it would carry with it e'cn my hcart, 
And both would run until they found a bief 
To fctch the body; both being due to grief: 
But he hath fpoil'd the race; and givcn to angtlilh 
One of Joy's coats, 'ticing it with relief 
To linger in me, and together languilh. 
I lire to fhow his power, who once did bring 
lyjoy« to w«,7, and now my g,'i,;/'s toJiug. 

 129. 'Fhc Pulley. 
IHEN God at fil'f ruade man, 
Having a glafs of bletting fanding by ; 
Let us (laid he) pour on him all we can : 
Let the world's riches, xvhich dit]?ertC lie, 
Contra& into a fpan. 

So frength firtt ruade a xvay; 
Then beauty flmv'd, then wifdom, honour, pleathre: 
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When almo ail was out, God made a ay, 
Perceiving that alone of all his treafure, 
Reft in the bottom lay. 

For if I thould (çaid he) 
Beftow this jewel altb on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts inftead of me, 
And reft in Nature, hOt the God of Nature: 
So both flould loçers be. 

Yet let him keep the rePc, 
But keep them with repining reftleflïlefs : 
Let him be rich and weary, that at leatt, 
If goodnefs lead him not, yet wearinefs 
May tors him to my breaft. 

N 1 3 o. The Prielhood. 
LEST Order, which in power doth fo excel, 
That with the one hand thou liftett to the tky, 
And with the other throwett down to hell 
In thy juft cenfures ; fain would I draw nigh; 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay fword 
For that of the holy word. 

But thou art tire, facred and hallow'd tire; 
And I but earth and clay: flaould I prefimae 
To wear thy habit, the fevere attire 
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My flender compofitions might conf'unle. 
I ara both foul and brittle, much unfit 
To deal in holy \¥rit. 

I8 3 

Yet have I often feen, by cunning hand 
And force of tire, what curious things are ruade 
Ofwretched earth. Where once I fcorn'd to fland, 
That earth is fitted by the tire and trade 
Of tkilfid Artitts, for the boards of thofe 
Who make the bravett lhows. 

But rince tho(e great ones, be they ne'er fo great, 
Corne from the earth, from whence thofi: velt:Is 
So that at once both feeder, difla, and ment, [corne ; 
Have one beginning and one final fum : 
I do not greatly wonder at the fight, 
If earth in earth delight. 

But the holy men of God fuch veffcls are, 
As ferve him up, who ail the world COlUmands. 
When God vouchfafeth to becolne our rare, 
Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands : 
0 what pure things, mott pure mutt thofe things be, 
Who bring my God to me! 

Wherefore I dare hot, I, put forth my hand 
To hold the Ark, although it feem to ihake 
Through the old tins and new dorines of our land. 
Only, rince God doth often veffels make 
Of lowly matter for high ufes meet, 
I throw me at his feet. 
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There will I lie, until my Maker feek 
For fome mean ftuff whereon to fhew his tkill : 
Then is my time. The dittance of the meek 
Doth flatter power. Left good corne fhort ofill 
In praifing might, the poor do by fubmiffion 
What pride by oppofition. 

N 1 3 I. The Search. 
,rIITItER, O, whither art thou fled, 
My Lord, my Love ? 
My tCrches are my daily bread ; 
Yet never prove. 

My knees pierce the earth, mine eyes the fky : 
And yet the fphere 
And centre both to me deny 
That thou art there. 

Yet can I mark how herbs below 
Grow green and gay; 
As if to meet thee they did knoxv, 
While I decay. 

Yet can I lnark how ttars above 
Silnper and thine, 
As having keys unto thy love, 
While poor I pine. 
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I lent a figh to feek thee out, 
Deep drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like an arrow: but my fcout 
Returns in vain. 

I turn'd another (having Itore) 
Into a groan, 
Becaufe the fearch was dumb belote : 
But all was one. 

Lord, doit thou fome new lCabric mould 
Which favour xvins, 
And keeps thee prefcnt, leaving the old 
Unto their lilaS ? 

Where is my God ? what hidden place 
Conceals thee 1%11? 
What covert dare eclipfe thy face ? 
Is it thy v«ill ? 
O let not that of any thing : 
Let rather brafs, 
Or iteel, or mountains be thy ring, 
And I ,,vill pals. 
Thy will fuch an intrenching is, 
As paflCh thought : 
To it ail itrength, all fubtilties 
Are things of nought. 
Thy will fuch a Itrange diRance is, 
As that to it 
Eait and Weit touch, the poles do kifs, 
And parallels mect. 
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Since then lny grief taupe be as large 
As is thy fpace, 
Thy dipeance from me; fee my charge, 
Lord, fee my cale. 

0 take thefe bars, thefe lengths, away; 
Turn, and repeore me: 
Be hot Ahnighty, let me fay, 
.,4gainjrt, but J'br nie. 

When thou doPe turn, and wilt be near; 
What edge fo keen, 
What point fo piercing can appear 
To corne between ? 

For as thy abfence doth excel 
All diftance known : 
So doth thy nearnefs bear the bell, 
Making two one. 

  3 2. Grief. 
WHO will give me tears ? Corne all ye 
fprings, 
Dwell in my head and eyes : corne, clouds, and tain : 
My grief hath need of all the watery things, 
That nature bath produced. Let every vein 
Suck up a river to fupply mine eyes, 
My weary weeping eyes too dry for me, 
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Unlefs they get new conduits, new fupplies, 
To bear them out, and with my ftate agree. 
What are two flaallow fords, two little fpouts 
Of a lefs world ? the greater is but finall, 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which want provifion in the midtt of ail. 
Verres, ye are too fine a thing, too wife 
For my rough forrows : ceafe, be dumb and mute, 
Give up your feet and running to naine eyes, 
And keep your meafures for fome lover's lute, 
Whofe grief allows him mufic and a rhyme : 
For mine excludes both meafure, tune, and time. 
Alas, my God! 

  3 3" The Crofs. 
HAT is this ftrange and uncouth thing 
To make me figh, and feek, and faint, and die, 
Until I had fome place, where I might ting, 
And ferve thee; and hOt only I, 
But ail my wealth, and family might combine 
To let thy honour up, as our defign. 

And then when after much delay, 
Much wreltling, many a combat, this dear end, 
So much defired, is given, to take away 
My power to ferve thee: to unbend 
Ail my abilities, my defigns confound, 
And lay my threatenings blecding on the ground. 
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One ague dwelleth in my bones, 
Another in my foul (the znemory 
What I would do for thee, if once my groans 
Could be allowed for harmony) 
I ara in all a weak dit]abled thing, 
Save in the fight thereof, where ftrength doth tting. 

Befides, things fort not to my xvill, 
E'en when my will doth Pcudy thy renoxvn : 
Thou turneR the edge of all things on me ttill, 
Taking me up to throw me down" 
So that, e'en when mv hopes feem to be fped, 
I ara to grief alîve, to thcln as dead. 

To have my ail]i, and yet to be 
Farther from it than when I bent my boxv ; 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 
Of ail my woes another woe,  
Is in the midPc of delicates to need, 
And e'en in Paradife to be a xveed. 

Ah, my dear Father, eafe my finart ! 
Thefe contrarieties cruth me : thefe crofs a&ions 
Do wind a tope about, and cut my heart : 
And yet rince thefe thy contradicCtions 
Are properly a Crofs felt by thy Soli, 
With but four xvords, my xvords, Uhy 'will be douze. 
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 x 34" Thc Flower. 
OW frelh, O Lord, how t\veet and clean 
Are thy returns! e'en as the flowers in fpring ; 
To vhich, befides their ovn demean, 
The late-pal froRs tributes of pleafure bring. 
Grief melts axvay 
Like lhov in May, 
As if there were no fuch cold thing. 

Who would have thought my thrivel'd heart 
Could have recover'd greennefs ? It vas gone 
Ote under ground; as flowers depart 
To fee their Mother-root, when they have blown ; 
Where they together 
All the hard veather, 
Dead to the world, keep houle unknown. 

Thefe are thy wonders, Lord of poxver, 
Killing and quickening, bringing down to hcll 
And up to heaven in an hour; 
Making a chiming of a pafling bell. 
\Ve fay amifs, 
This or that is: 
Thy word is all, if ve could fpell. 

O that I once par changing were, 
FaR in thy Paradife, where no flower can wither ! 
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Many a fpring I/hoot up fair, 
Offering at heaven, growing and groaning thither : 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a fpring-flaower, 
My fins and I joining together. 

But while I grow in a fraight line, 
Still upwards bent, as if heaven were naine oxvn, 
Thy anger COlnes, and I decline : 
What frof to that ? what pole is hot the zone 
Where all things burn, 
When thou dof turn, 
And the leaft frown of thine is floxvn ? 

And now in age I bud again, 
After £o lnany deaths I live and xvrite ; 
I once Inore thell the dew and tain, 
And relith verfing : 0 my only light, 
It cannot be 
That I ara he, 
On whom thy tempefs fell at night. 

Thefe are thy wonders, Lord of love, 
To make us fee we are but flowers that glide : 
Which when we once can find and prove, 
Thou haPc a garden for us, where to bide. 
Who would be more, 
Swelling through ttore, 
Forfeit their Paradife by their pride. 
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 1 3 5. Dotage. 
ALSE glozing pleafures, cafks of happinefs, 
Foolilh night-fires, v¢omen's and children's wiflms, 
Chafes in Arras, gilded emptinet, 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lies, nothing between two dilhes ; 
Thefe are the pleafures here. 

True earne/i forrows, rooted tuileries, 
Anguith in grain, vexations ripe and blown, 
Sure-footed griefs, tblid calamities, 
Plain demon/irations, evident and clear, 
Fetching their proofs e'en from the very bone ; 
Thefe are the forrows here. 

But oh the folly of di/ira&ed men, 
Who griefs in earne/i, joys in je/i purfue ; 
Preferring, like brute bea/is, a loathfome den 
Before a court, e'en that above fo clear, 
Where are no forrows, but delights more true 
Than miferies are here! 

 1 3 6. The Son. 
ET foreign Nations of their language boa/t, 
What fine variety each tongue affords : 
I like our language, as out men and coa/i ; 
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Who cannot drefs it well, want wit, not words. 
How neatly do we give one only naine 
To Parent's iffue and the Sun's bright Star! 
A Son is light and fruit; a fruitful flame 
Chafing the Father's dimnefs, carried far 
From the firfl: man in the Eat, to frefl and new 
We9cern difcoveries of pofterity. 
So in one word out Lord's humility 
We tutu upon him in a fenfe mort true : 
For what Chritt once in humblenefs began, 
We him in glory ca]], The Son of Mon. 

 I 3 7" A truc Hymn. 
Y joy, my lire, my crown ! 
My heart was meaning all the day, 
Somewhat it fain would fay : 
And till it runneth muttering up and down 
\çith only this, My joy, my li_/è, my crown .t 

Yet flight not thefe fmv vords ; 
If truly laid, they may take part 
Among the beK in art. 
The finenefs whi'ch a Hymn or Ptàlm aftbrds, 
Is, when the foui unto the lines accords. 

He who craves ail the mind, 
And ail the foui, and tbength, and time, 
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If the words only rhyme, 
juftly complains, that çomewhat is behind 
To make his Verre, or write a Hwma in kind. 

I93 

Whereas if the heart be moved, 
Although the Verre be fomewhat fcant, 
God doth filpply the want. 
As when the heart t:ays (fighing to be approved) 
O, couht I love.t and flops ; God writeth, Love,t. 

  3 8. The Anfxver. 
Y comforts drop and melt away like fiaoxv : 
I fhake my head, and ail the thoughts and ends, 
Which my tierce youth did bandy, t:all and floxv 
Like leaves about me, or like filmmer friends, 
Flies ofeftates and fimlhine. But to ail, 
Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking, 
But in my profecutions flack and linall ; 
As a young exhalation, newly waking, 
Scorns his tirft bed of dirt, and means the ky ; 
But cooling by the way, grows purfy and flow, 
And fettling to a cloud, doth lire and die 
In that dark ftate of tears : to ail, that fo 
Show me, and fer me, I have one reply, 
Which they that know the reft, know more than I. 

O 
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 39- A Dialogue-Anthem. 
 CHRISTIAN, DETH. 
LAS, poor death ! whcre is thy glory ? 
Where is thy famous force, thy ancient iting ? 

Dca. Il/es, poor mortal, vokl qf flory, 
Go ftell and read bow I bave kill'd thy Ix'ing. 

Cbr. Poor death ! and who was hurt thereby ? 
Thycurfe being laid on him lnakes thee accurit. 

l)ea. Let lofers talk, yet tbou fl«alt die ; 
Whefe arms flml/ croE thee. Chr. Spare not, 
do thy worit. 
I flaall be one day better than before : 
Thou tb much wortè, that thou flaalt be no 

illorc. 

 14 o. The Watcr-Courfc. 
HOU xvho doit dwell and linger here belov«, 
Since the condition of this world is frail, 
Where of all plants affti&ions tboneit grow; 
If troubles overtake thee, do hOt wail: 
ç Life. 
For who can look for lefs that loveth /Strife. 
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But rather turn the pipe, and water's courre 
To ferve thy fins, and furnilh thee xvith fore 
Of fovereign tears, ]ringing from true remorfe : 
That fo in purenet thou mayPt him adore 
$ Salvation. 
Who gives to man, as he fees fit, Damnation. 

 1 4 I. Self-condemration. 
HOU who condemnePc Jewith hate, 
For choofing Bm'abbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glory ; 
Look back upon thine own errate, 
Call home thine eye (that bufy wanderer) 
That choice may be thy fory. 

He that doth love, and love amifs 
This world's delights before true Chrittian joy, 
Hath ruade a Jewith choice : 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thoufands of fouis it hath and doth def[roy 
With her enchanting voice. 

He that hath ruade a forry xvedding 
Between his foul and gold, and hath preferr'd 
Falfe gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemns in reading : 
For he bath fold for money his dear Lord, 
And is a Judas-Jew. 
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Thus we prevent the lat gret dy, 
And judge ourfelves. That light which fin and 
paflon 
Did belote dira nd choke, 
When once thotè thufl's re ta'en away, 
Shines bright nd clear, e'en unto condemnation, 
Without e×cutb or cloak. 

42. Bitter-Sweet. 
H, my dear angry Lord, 
Since thou doit love, yet trike ; 
Catt down, yet help afford ; 
Sure I will do the like. 

I will complain, yet praitW; 
I xvill bewail, approve : 
And all my four-tveet davs 
I v«ill lainent, and love. 

 '43. The Glance. 
.HEN firtt thy fweet and gracious eye 
Vouchfafed e'en in the lnidfl of youth and night 
To look upon me, who before did lie 
Weltering in fin ; 
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I fclt a fugar'd frange delight, 
Pafling ail Cordials ruade by any Art, 
Bedew, embahn, and overrun my heart, 
And take it in. 
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Since that time many a bitter t}orm 
My tbul hath felt, e'en able to dettroy, 
Had the malicious and ill-meaning harm 
His living and fway " 
But ttill thy fweet original joy, 
Sprung rioto thine eye, did work within my foul, 
And tiirging griefs, xvhcn they g,'ew bold, control, 
And got the day. 

If thy firP glance fo powerfifl be, 
A mirth but open'd, and tCl'd up again ; 
What xvonders thall we feel, xvhen we thall tC 
Thy full-eyed love! 
When thou thalt look us out of pain, 
And one alpe& of thine fpend in delight 
More than a thouçand riras difl)urtWin light, 
In Heaven above. 

44-The Twenty-third Pt:alm. 
HE God of love my thephcrd is, 
And he that doth me feed : 
While he is Inine, and I a,n his, 
What can I xvant or need ? 
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Ho leads me to the tender gra(s, 
Where I both feed and re(t; 
Then to the reams that gently pals : 
In both I have the beft. 

Or if I ftray, he doth convert, 
And bring my mind in frame : 
And all this hot for my defert, 
But for his holy naine. 

Yea, in death's lhady black abode 
Well may I walk, not fear : 
For thou art with me, and thy rod 
To guide, thy ftaff to bear. 

Nay, thou doit lnake me fit and dine, 
E'en in my enemies' fight; 
My head with oil, lny cup with wine 
Runs over day and night. 

Surely thy fweet and wondrous love 
Shall meafure ail my days; 
And as it never flall remove, 
So neither lhall my praife. 

 45- Mary Magdalen. 
HEN blet]'ed Mary wiped ber Saviour's feet, 
(Whofe precepts tire had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a Jewel on ber head, 



GEOR GE HERBER T. I99 
Showing his f}eps flmuld be the freet, 
Wherein fle thenceforth evermore 
With penfive hmnblenefs would lire and tread : 

She being/tain'd herfelf, why did the Ptrive 
To make him clean, who could hOt be defiled ? 
Why kept tire hot her tears for lier own faults, 
And hOt lais feet ? Though we could dive 
In tears like Seas, our fins are piled 
Deeper than they, in xvords, and works, and thoughts. 

Dear tbul, the knexv xvho did vouchfafe and deign 
To bear her filth : and that ber fins did dalh 
E'en God hilnfelf: wherefore the was hot loath, 
As flae had brought xvherexvith to Rain, 
So to bring in wherewith to walh : 
And yet in waflaing one, flae walhed both. 

 I4 6. Aaron. 
OLINESS on the head, 
Light and perfe&ions on the breaf, 
Harmonious bells below, raifing the dead 
To lead them unto lire and reR. 
Thus are true zIarons dreR. 

Profanenefs in my head, 
Defe&s and darknefs in lny breatI, 
A noire of parlions ringing nie for dead 
Unto a place where is no reft: 
Poor Prier thus am I dreR. 
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Only another head 
I bave, another heart and breaff, 
Another mufic, making live, hOt dead, 
Without whom I could have no rett: 
In him I ara well drett. 

Chrigc is my only head, 
My alone only heart and breatt, 
My only mufic, t}riking me e'en dead; 
That to the old man I may regc, 
And be in him new drett. 

So holy in my head, 
Perte& and light in my dear breaff, 
My do&rine tuned by Chritt:, (xvho is not dead; 
But lives in me while I do rett) 
Cone, people ; zlaron's dret. 

a47- Thc Odour. 
N 2 COR. II. 
OW çweetly doth My _Ma.fier 
As alnbergris leaves a rich çcent 
Unto the tatter : 
So do thefe words a fweet content, 
Ail oriental fragrancy, My 2VIer. 

With thefe all day I do perfume lny mind, 
My mind e'en thruPc into them both; 
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That I might find 
What Cordials make this curious broth, 
This broth of tinells that feeds and rats my mind. 

My M,er, tball I fpeak ? O that to thee 
My &'rvant were a little ço, 
As flefla may be; 
That thefe two words might creep and groxv 
To fome degree of fpicinefs to thee ! 

Then flould the Pomander, which was before 
A fpeaking fweet, mend by refle&ion, 
And tell me more: 
For pardon of my imperfe(tion 
\çould warm and work it fxveeter than before. 

For xvhen My Marier, which alone is fveet, 
And e'en in my unworthinefs pleafing, 
Shall call and meet, 
My Servant, as thee not dit]leafing, 
That call is but the breathing of the fxveet. 

This breathing would xvith gains by fweetening me 
(As £weet things traffic when they meet) 
Return to thee. 
And £o this new commerce and £weet 
Should ail my lire employ, and bufy me. 
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 I48. The Foil. 
F we could fee below 
The tihere of virtue, and each lhining grace, 
As plainly as that above doth thoxv ; 
This were the better tky, the brighter place. 

God bath ruade Stars the foil 
To let off virtues ; griefs to let off tinning : 
Yet in this wretched world we toil, 
As if grief were hOt fou], nor virtue winning. 

 149. The Forerunners. 
HE 
Harbingers are corne. See, fee their 
White is their colour, and behold my head. (mark ; 
But lnut they have my brain ? mut they difpark 
Thofe t]»arkling notions, which therein were bred ? 
Mutt dulnefs turn me to a clod ? 
Yet have they left me, qhou artflill my Go,t. 

Good men ye be, to leave me my bePc room, 
E'en ail my heart, and what is lodged there" 
I pals hOt, I, what of the reP become, 
So, Uou art jTill my God, be out of îear. 
He will be pleafed with that ditty ; 
And if I pleafe him, I write fine and witty. 
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Farewell fweet phrafes, lovely metaphors : 
But will ye leave me thus ? when ye before 
Of ftews and brothels only knew the doors, 
Then did I wafla you with lny tears, and more, 
Brought you to Church well dreflt and clad " 
My God muflt bave my bett, e'en ail I had. 

Lovely enchanting language, fugarcane, 
Honey of rofes, whither wilt thou fly ? 
Hath fome fond lover 'ticed thee to thy bane ? 
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a tty ? 
Fy, thou wilt foil thy broider'd coat, 
And hurt thytlf, and him that fings the note. 

Let foolifl lovers, if they will love dung, 
With Canvafs, not with Arras clothe their lhamc : 
Let folly fpeak in her own native tongue. 
Truc beauty dwells on high: ours is a flame 
But borrow'd thence to light us thither. 
Beauty and beauteous words flaould go together. 

Yet if you go, I pals not; take your way : 
For, qTou artflill my God, is all that ye 
Perhaps with more embelliflment can ky. 
Go, birds of fpring : let winter have his fee ; 
Let a bleak palenefs chalk the door, 
So all xvithin be livelier than before. 
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 1 5 o. The Rofe. 
RESS me hOt to take more pleathre 
In this world of fugar'd lies, 
And toufe a larger meafure 
Than my f[ric, yet welcome fize. 
F'irf[, there is no pleafure here: 
Colour'd griefs indeed there are, 
Bluthing woes, that look as clear, 
As if they could beauty fpare. 
Or if thch deceits there be, 
Such delights I meant to thy; 
There are no fuch things to me, 
Who bave paff'd my right away. 
But I will not much oppofe 
Unto what you now advife : 
Only take this gentle Rofe, 
And therein my anfwer lies. 
What is fairer than a rofe? 
What is fweeter ? yet it pu,-geth. 
Purgings enmity ditklofe, 
Enmity forbearance urgeth. 
If then all that worldlings prize 
Be contra&ed to a fore; 
Sweetly there indeed it lies, 
But it biteth in the clotC 
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So this flower doth judge and fentence 
Worldly joys to be a fcourge : 
For they ail produce repentance, 
_And repentance is a purge. 
But I health, hOt phylic choofe : 
Only though I you oppofc, 
Say that fairly I refufe, 
For my anfwer is a rofe. 

I 5 I. Difcipline. 

ROW away thy rod, 
Throw away thy xvrath : 
0 my God, 
Take the gentle path. 

For my heart's defire 
Unto thine is bent : 
I afpire 
To a full contènt. 

Not a [vord or look 
I affe& to oxvn, 
But by book, 
And thy book alone. 

Though I f:ail, I weep: 
Though I halt in pace, 
Yet I creep 
To the throne of grace. 
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Then let wrath remove ; 
Love will do the deed: 
For with love 
Stony hearts will bleed. 

Love is fwift of foot; 
Love's a llli3.rl of ,t, ritr 
And can (hoot, 
And can hit from far. 

Who can 'fcape his bow ? 
That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee low, 
Needs muçt work on me. 

Throw away thy rod; 
Though man frailties hath, 
Thou art God: 
Throw away thy wrath. 

 1 5 2. The Invitation. 
OME ye hither all, whofe tare 
Is your waRe; 
Save your coR, and mend your fare. 
God is here prepared and dreff'd, 
And the feaR, 
God, in whom all dainties are. 

Corne ye hither ail, whom wine 
Doth define, 
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Naming you hOt to your good : 
Weep xvhat ye have drunk alnifs, 
And drink this, 
Which before ye drink is blood. 

Corne ye hither ail wholn pain 
Doth arraign, 
Bringing all your tins to tight- 
Taflte and fear hOt : God is here 
In this cheer, 
And on tin doth caft the fright. 

Collle ye hither all, whom joy 
Doth deftroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds : 
Here is joy that drowneth quite 
Your delight, 
As a flood the lower grounds. 

Corne ye hither all, whofe love 
Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the tky : 
Here is love, xvhich, having breath 
E'en in death, 
After death can never die. 
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Lord, I have invited all, 
And I thall 
Still invite, ttill call to thee : 
For it feems but juflt and right 
In my fight, 
Where is all, there all thould be. 
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 153" The Banquet. 
ELCOME fweet and facred cheer, 
Welcome dear ; 
With lne, in me, live and dwell : 
For thy neatnefs paffeth fight, 
Thy delight 
Paffeth tongue to tarte or tell. 

0 what fweetnefs ffom the bowl 
Fills my foul, 
Such as is, and makes divine! 
Is £ome ftar (fled from the £phere) 
Melted there, 
As we fugar melt in wine ? 

Or hath fweetnefs in the bread 
Made a head 
To fubdue the finell of fin, 
Flowers, and gums, and powders giving 
Ail their living, 
Left the enemy fhould win ? 

Doubtlefs neither ftar nor flower 
Hath the power 
Such a fweetnefs to impart : 
Only God, who gives perfumes, 
Flefla affulnes, 
And with it perfimaes my heart. 
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But as Pomanders and wood 
Still are good, 
Yet being bruifed are better fcented ; 
God, to fhow how Far his love 
Could improve, 
Here, as broken, is pre£ented. 

9-0 9 

When I had forgot my birth, 
And on earth 
In delights of earth was drown'd ; 
God took blood, and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 
And fo round me on the ground. 

Having raifed me to look up, 
In a cup 
Sweetly he doth meet my tare. 
But I ftill being low and thort, 
Far from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laft. 

For with it alone I fly 
To the tky" 
Where I wipe latine eyes, and fee 
What I feek, for what I rue ; 
Him I view 
Who bath done tb much for me. 

Let the wonder of this pity 
Be my ditty, 
P 
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And take up my lines and li£e : 
Hearken unto pain of death, 
Hands and breath, 
Strive in this, and love the l°tri£e. 

 * 54- The Pofy. 
ET wits contera, 
And with their words and pofies windows fill : 
Lefs than the l«ajt 
Q[all thy mercies, is my pofy ill. 

This on my ring, 
This by my pi&ure, in my book I xvrite ; 
Whether I ring, 
Or fay, or di&ate, this is my delight. 

Invention rePt ; 
Comparifons go play ; wit ufe thy wiil - 
Lefs than the leafl 
Of ail God's mercies, is my pofy ftill. 

 55. A Parody. 
OUL'8 joy, when thou art gone, 
And I alone, 
Which cannot be, 
Becaufe thou do abide with me, 
And I depend on thee; 
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Yet when thou dol £uppre£s 
The cheerfulne£s 
Of thy abode, 
And in my powers hot ir abroad, 
But leave me to my load : 

0 what a damp and flaade 
Doth ,ne invade ! 
No fl:ormy night 
Can fo affliCt or fo aflïight 
As thy eclipfed light. 

Ah Lord! do not withdraw, 
Left want of awe 
Make fin appear ; 
And when thou dort but fliine let clear, 
Say that thou art hOt here. 

And then what life I bave, 
While fin doth rave, 
And f'altCy boaft, 
That I may feek, but thou art loft! 
Thou and alone thou know'tt. 

0 what a deadly cold 
Doth nie infold ! 
I half believe, 
That Sin fays true : but while I grieve, 
Thou comef and do relieve. 
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 ,5 6. The Elixir. 
EACH me, my God and King, 
In all things thee to fee, 
And what I do in any thing, 
To doit as for thee : 

Not rudely, as a beaçt, 
To run into an aion ; 
But çtill to make thee prepoffeçt, 
And give it his perfeion. 
A man that looks on glafs, 
On it lnay tay his eye ; 
Or if he pleafeth, through it pals, 
And then the heaven efpy. 
All may of thee partake : 
Nothing can be tb mean, 
Which with his tinc'-ture (for thyfake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 
A tèrvant with this claufe 
Makes drudgery divine: 
Who fweeps a room, as for thy laws, 
Makes that and the a&ion fine. 

This is the famous ftone 
That turneth all to gold : 
For that which God doth touch and own 
Cannot for lefs be told. 
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N 1 5 7- A Wreath. 
WREATHED garland of defcrved praifc, 
Of praife deferved, unto thee I give, 
I give to thee, who knoweft ail my ways, 
My crooked winding ways, wherein I lire, 
Wherein I die, not lire; for lire is ftraight, 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee, 
To thee, who art more far above deceit, 
Than deceit feems above fimplicity. 
Give me fimplicîty, that I may lire, 
So lire and like, that I may know thy ways, 
Know them and prac"tife theln : then flmll I give 
For thîs poor wreath, give thee a crown of praife. 

N 1 5 8. Death. 
EATH, thou watt once an uncouth hideous 
Nothing but bones, [thing, 
The lad effe& of çadder groans : 
Thy mouth was open, but thou couldtt hot ring. 

For we confidered thee as at fome fix 
Or ten years hence, 
After the lors of lire and fenfe, 
Flea being turn'd to dupe, and bones to tticks. 
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We look'd on this ride of thee, flmoting fhort ; 
Where we did find 
The flells of fledge fouls left behind, 
Dry duft, which lheds no tears, but may extort. 

But rince our Saviour's death did put fome blood 
Into thy face : 
Thou art grown fair and fifll of grace, 
Much in requeft, much fought for, as a good. 

For we do now behold thee gay,and glad, 
As at doomti]ay ; 
When fouls flmll wear their new array, 
And all thy bones with beauty flaall be clad. 

Therefore we can go die as fleep, and truft 
Half that we have 
Unto an honef faithful grave ; 
Making our pillars either down, or duft. 

N 159. Doomfday. 
'OME away, 
Make no delay. 
Summon all the duft to ri£e, 
Till it frit, and tub the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one whifpering, Live you, Brother ? 
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Come away, 
Make this the day. 
Duft, alas, no mufle feels, 
But thy trumpet : then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and ftrains 
Cure Tarantula's raging pains. 

Conle away» 
0 make no ttay! 
Let the graves make the[r confeIÎïon, 
LeI} at length they plead pofl-cflion : 
FleIh's i}ubbornnefs may bave 
Read that lcflon to the grave. 

COllle away, 
Thy flock doth ftray. 
Some to the winds their body lend, 
And in them may drown a friend : 
Some in noifome vapours grow 
To a plague and public woe. 

Come away, 
Help out decay. 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcell'd out to ail the world. 
Lord, thy broken confort rait'e, 
And the mufic lhall be praiçe. 

2 5 
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 16o. Judgment. 
LMIGHTY Judge, how flall poor wretches 
Thy dreadful look, [brook 
Able a heart of iron to appal, 
When thou flalt call 
For every man's peculiar book ? 

What others mean to do, I knoxv hot xvelI ; 
Yet I hear tell, 
That fome will turn thee to fome leaves therein 
So void of fin, 
That they in merit fliall excel. 

But I refolve, when thou lhalt call for mine, 
That to decline, 
And thrut a Tetament into thy hand : 
Let that be fcann'd. 
There thou flaalt find my faults are thine. 

 16I. Hcaven. 
WHO will fllow me thofe delights on high ? 
Ecno. L 
Thou Echo, thou art mortal, all men know. 
Ecno. No. 
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Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves ? 
E c H o. Leaves. 
_And are there any leaves, that fl:ill abide ? 
EcHo. Bide. 
What leaves are they ? impart the matter wholly. 
ECHO. Holy. 
Are holy leaves the Echo then of blifs ? 
ECHO. Fes. 
Then tell me, what is that fupreme delight ? 
Ectro. Liglt. 
Light to the mind : what flmll the will enjoy ? 
Ecuo. ïoy. 
But are there cares and bufinefs with the pleafure ? 
EcIo. Leijïwe. 
Light, joy, and leifure ; but fhall they perfever ? 
ECHO. Ever. 

N 16 2. Love. 
OVE bade me welcome : yet my foul drew 
Guilty of duft and fin. [back, 
But quick-eyed Love, obferving me grow flack 
From my firft entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, fweetly quefl:ioning, 
If I lack'd any thing. 

A guef[, I anfwer'd, worthy to be here: 
Love tMd, You fhall be he. 
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I the unkind, ungrateful ? Ah my dear, 
I cannot look on thee. 
Love took my hand, and fmiling did reply, 
Who ruade the eyes but I ? 

Truth, Lord, but I have marr'd them : let my thame 
Go where it doth deferve. 
And know you hOt, fays Love, who bore the blame ? 
My dear, then I will ferve. 
You mufle fit down, fays Love, and taflee my meat : 
So I did lit and eat. 

FINIS. 

Glory be to God on high, end on e«rth peace, good 
will towards" meJz. 
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II. 

_.l The Church Militant. 
LMIGHTY Lord, who from thy glorious 
Seeft and ruleft all things e'en as one : [throne 
The fmalleft Ant or Atom knows thy power, 
Known alfo to each minute of an hour : 
Much more do common-weals acknowledge thee, 
And wrap their policies in thy decree, 
Complying with thy counfels, doing nought 
Which doth not meet with an eternal thought. 
But above all, thy Church and Spoufe doth prove 
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love. 
Early didft thou arife to plant this Vine, 
Which might the more endear it to be thine. 
Spices corne from the Eaft ; fo did thy Spoufe, 
Trim as the light, fweet as the laden boughs 
Of Noal's flaady vine, charte as the dove, 
Prepared and fitted to receive thy love. 
The courre was weftward, that the £un might light 
As well our underftanding as our fight. 
Where the Ark did reft, there _/laraham began 
To bring the other Ark from Canaan. 



220 7HE POEMS OF 
Mofes purfued this : but King Solomon 
Finifla'd and fix'd the old religion. 
When it grew loofe, the Jews did hope in vain 
By nailing Chri9c to faffen it again. 
But to the Gentiles he bore crol's and all, 
Rending with earthquakes the partition-"`vall. 
Only whereas the Ark in glory one, 
Now with the crofs, as with a ç[aff, alone, 
Religion, like a Pilgrim, we9cward bent, 
Knocking at all doors, ever as the ",vent. 
Yet as the Sun, though forward be his flight, 
Liens behind him, and allows fome light, 
Till ail depart : 1"o went the Church her way, 
Letting, while one foot çtept, the other 9cay 
Among the ealern nations for a time, 
Till both removed to the weç[ern clime. 
To Egypt fir the calne, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, but now of love. 
The ten Commandments there did flourifla more 
Than the ten bitter plagues had done before. 
Holy Macarius and great hzthony 
Made Pharaoh Mofes, changing the hiory. 
Goflzen was darknefs, Egypt full of lights, 
Nilus for monçters brought forth Ifraelites. 
Such power hath mighty Baptifm to produce, 
For things mifshapen, things of highe9c ufe. 
How dear to me, 0 God, thy coufels are ! 
lffho may with thee comlmre ? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where Arts 
Gave her the highe place in all men's hearts. 
Learning was pofed, Philofophy was l'et, 
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Sopbiers tken in a Fiher's net. 
Plato and lriflotle were at a lors, 
And wheel'd about again to fpell Chrifl's-Crofi. 
Prayers chafed fyllogifins into their den, 
And Ergo was transform'd into men. 
Though Greece took horfe as foon as Egypt did, 
And Rome as both; yet Egypt faflcer rid, 
And fpent ber period and prefixed tilne 
Belote the other. Greece being parle ber prime, 
Religion xvent to Rome, fibduing thofe, 
Who, that they might fubdue, ruade all their foes. 
The Warrior his dear fcars no more refounds, 
But feems to yield Chrit bath the greater wounds ; 
Wounds willingly endured to work his blifs, 
Who by an anabuth lotie his Paradife. 
The great heart ftoops, and taketh from the dut 
A lad repentance, hot the fpoils of luft: 
Otting his spear left it flaould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for hiln ,,vas flain. 
The Shepherd's hook grew to a Sceptre here, 
Giving new names and numbers to the year. 
But the Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort theln, 
Who were cut thort in llexander's frein. 
In both of thefe Prowefs and Arts did tame 
And tune men's hearts againt the Gofpel came : 
Which ufing, and not fearing fkill in the one, 
Or ftrength in the other, did ere& her throne, 
Many a rent and flcruggling the empire knew, 
(As dying things are wont,,) until it flew 
At length to Germany, ftill weflcward bending, 
And there the Church's feftival attending : 
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That as before Empire and Arts ruade way, 
(For no let harbingers would tCve than they) 
So they might ttill, and point us out the place, 
Where firlq the Church thould raitè her downcalqface. 
Strength levels grounds, Art makes a Garden there ; 
Then lhowers Religion, and makes all to bear. 
Spain in the Empire thared with Germany, 
But England in the higher viory; 
Giving the Church a Crown to keep her flmte, 
And hOt go lct than file had done of late. 
Confl«ntine's Britith line meant this of old, 
And did this myery wrap up and fold 
Within a theet of paper, which was rent 
From time's great Chronicle, and hither tCt. 
Thus both the Church and Sun together ran 
Unto the farthe old meridian. 
How dear to me, 0 God, thy counfels are ! 
lt/'ho may with thee compare ? 
Much about one and the tiime time and place, 
Both where and when the Church began her race, 
Sin did let out of Eaern Babylon, 
And travell'd weward al£o: journeying on 
He chid the Church away, where'er he came, 
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good naine. 
At firtt he got to Egypt, and did fow 
Gardens of gods, which every year did grow, 
Frefll and fine deities. They were at great co, 
Who for a god clearly a t:allet loti. 
Ah, what a thing is man devoid of grace, 
Adoring Garlic with an humble face, 
Begging his food of that which he may eat, 
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Starving the while he worfhippeth his meat! 
Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 
If God and man be fever'd infinitely ! 
What xvretchednefs can give him any room, 
Whoçe houle is foul, while he adores his broom ? 
None will believe this now, though money be 
In us the faine trant]lanted foolery. 
Thus Sin in Egypt fneaked for a while; 
His higheft was an Ox or Crocodile, 
And lhch poor game. Thence he to Greecedoth pa(s, 
And being craftier much than Goodne(s was, 
He left behind him Garriçons of fins, 
To make good that which every day he wins. 
Here Sin took heart, and for a garden-bed 
Rich fhrines and oracles he purchafed : 
He grew a gallant, and vould needs foretell 
As well what fhould betCall, as what befell. 
Nay, he became a Poet, and would £erve 
His pills of lhblimate in that conferve. 
The world came both with hands and purçes full 
To this great lottery, and all would pull. 
But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 
Where £ome poor truths were fhuffled/-or a bait 
To credit him, and to difcredit thofe, 
Who after him fhould braver truths difclo£e. 
From Greece he went to Rome : and as before 
He was a God, now he's an Emperor. 
Nero and others lodged him bravely there, 
Put hiln in truft to rule the Roman çphere. 
Glory was his chier inftrument of old: 
Pleafure fucceeded ftraight, when that grew cold : 
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Which faon was blown to fuch a mighty flame, 
That though out Saviour did deftroy the gaine, 
Difparking oracles, and all their treafure, 
Setting aff[icCtion to encounter pleaI'ure ; 
Yet did a rogue with hope of carnal joy, 
Cheat the mol t'ubtle nations. \¥ho t'o coy, 
Sa trim, as Greece and Egypt ? yet their hearts 
Are given over, for their curious arts, 
To t'uch Mahometan ftupidities, 
As the old Heathen would deem prodigies. 
Haw dear to me, 0 Gad, thy counfels are ! 
l'Uha may ,ith thee comiare ? 
Only the Wei and Rame da keep them free 
From this contagious infidelity. 
And this is all the Rock, whereof they boai, 
As Rame will one day find unto her coin. 
Sin being not able to extirlate quite 
The Churches here, bravely re£olved one night 
To be a Churchman too, and wear a Mitre : 
The old debauched Ruffian would turn vriter. 
I faw him in his iudy, where he £ate 
Bufy in controverfies £prung of late. 
_A_ Gown and Pen became him wondrous well: 
His grave _A_fpec had more of Heaven than Hell: 
Only there was a handfome pic"ture by, 
To which he lent a corner of his eye. 
As Sin in Greece a Prophet was before, 
And in old Rame a mighty Emperor ; 
Sa now being Priei he plainly did profe£s 
To make a jei of ChriWs three Offices : 
The rather rince his £catter'd jugglings were 
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United now in one both time and l)?herc. 
From Egypt he took petty deities, 
From Greece oracular infallibilities, 
And from old Rame the libcrty of pleafurc, 
By free difpenfings of the Church's treafire. 
Then in memorial of his ancient throne, 
He did furnalne his palace, B«tbylon. 
Yet that he might the better gain ail nations, 
And make that naine good by their tranfinigrations ; 
From all thefe places, but at divers times, 
He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes: 
From Egypt Anchorifin and retirednefs, 
Learning from Greece, froln old Ro»ze tatelinel ; 
And blending thelè, he carried ail men's eycs, 
While Truth fat by, counting his vic?tories - 
Whereby he grew apace and fcorn'd to ufe 
Such force as once did captivate the Jcvs ; 
But did bewitch, and finally work each nation 
Into a voluntary tranfmigration. 
Ail port to Rome : Princes fubmit their necks 
Either to his public foot or private tricks. 
It did hot fit his gravity to tir, 
Nor his long journey, nor his gout and fur: 
Therefore he lent out able Miniers, 
Statefmen within, without doors Cloierers ; 
Who without i]gear, or fword, or other drum, 
Than what was in their tongue, did overcome ; 
And having conquer'd, did fo (trangely rule, 
Th.t the whole world did feem but the Pope's mule. 
As new and old Rome did one empire twift ; 
$o both together are one Antichri(t ; 
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Yet with two faces, as their Janus was, 
Being in this their old crack'd looking-glafs. 
How dear to me, 0 God, thy counfi'ls are .l 
l/Uho may with thee compare .ê 
Thus Sin triumphs in We0cern Babylon ; 
Yet not as Sin, but as Religion. 
Of his two thrones he ruade the latter be0c, 
And to defray lais journey from the Ea0c. 
Old and new Babylon are to Hell and night, 
As is the Moon and Sun to Heaven and light. 
When the one did let, the other did take place, 
Confronting equally the Law and grace. 
They are hell's land-marks, Satan's double creft : 
They are Sin's nipples, feeding the eatt and we0c. 
But as in vice the Copy 0dll exceeds 
The pattern, but not fo in virtuous deeds ; 
So though Sin made his latter feat the better, 
The latter Church is to the fir0c a debtor. 
The fecond Temple could not reach the fir?t : 
And the late reformation never durft 
Compare with ancient times and purer years ; 
But in the Jews and us deferveth tears ; 
Nay, it flaall every year decreafe and fade; 
Till fuch a darknefs do the world invade 
At ChriWs la0c coming, as his firft did find : 
Yet mu0c there fuch proportions be atïïgn'd 
To thefe dimini/hings, as is between 
The fpacious world and 'e, E to be feen. 
Religion ftands on tiptoe in out land, 
Ready to pals to the 4merican Ocrand. 
When height of malice, and prodigious lufts, 
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hnpudent finning, witchcrafts, and diftrufts, 
(The marks of future bane,) fhall fill our cup 
Unto the brim, and make out meafure up; 
When Seite lhall fwallow 77ber, and the Th«mes 
By letting in them both, pollutes her Rreams : 
When Italy of us flaall have ber will, 
And all hex Calendar of fins fulfil; 
Whereby one may foretell, what fins next year 
Shall both in France and England domineer : 
Then flall Religion to .lmerica flee: 
They bave their times of Gofpel, e'en as we. 
My God, thou dott prepare for them a way, 
By carrying firt their gold from them away : 
For gold and grace did never yet agree " 
Religion always rides with poverty. 
We think we rob them, but we think amifs : 
We are naore poor, and they more rich by this. 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrel, making grace 
To pay our debts, and leave out ancient place 
To go to them, while that, which now their nation 
But lends to us, lhall be our defolation. 
Yet as the Church thall thither weRward fly, 
So Sin flaall trace and dog her inRantly : 
They have their period alfo and fet times 
Both for their virtuous a&ions and their crimes. 
And where of old the Empire and the Arts 
Uther'd the Gofpel ever ira men's hearts, 
Spctùz hath done one ; when Arts perform the other, 
The Church thall come, and Sin the Church flaall 
finother : 
That when they have accomplifled the round, 
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And met in the Eat their firt and ancient round, 
Judglnentmaymeetthelnboth,and fearch themround. 
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sun, 
Light one another, and together run. 
Thus alfo Sin and Darknefs follow till 
The Church and Sun with ail their power and tkill. 
But as the Sun till goes both Wet and Eaft: 
So alfo did the Church by going Wel 
Still Eaftward go ; becaufe it drew more near 
To tilne and place, where judgment lhall appear. 
How dear to me, 0 God, thy cou,f'ls are .t 
Iko may with thee compare ? 

L'Envoy. 
ING of glory, King of peace, 
With the one make war to ceafe ; 
With the other blefs thy flaeep, 
Thee to love, in thee to fleep. 
Let not fin devour thy fold, 
Bragging that thy blood is cold; 
That thy death is alfo dead, 
While his conquefts daily fpread ; 
That thy flefla hath lot his food, 
And thy Crofs is common wood. 
Choke him, let him fay no more, 
But referve his breath in ttore, 
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Till thy conqueflt and lais fall 
Make his tighs to ufe it ail; 
And then bargain with the wind 
To difcharge what is behind. 
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Ble.oe'd ae God alone, 
Whrice M,ffèd çhrce in One. 



23o TttlZ POEMS OF 

III. Mifcellaneous Poems. 

1, A Sonnet. 

&rit by George Ilerbert to his ]l¢other as a ]Ve.w ?'ear's 
 Gift from Caî»bridge. 
Y God, where is thatancientheat towards thee, 
Wherewith whole flmals of Martyrs once did burn, 
Befides their other flames ? Doth poetry 
Wear Y«nus' livery ? only ferre her tuln ? 
Why are not fonnets rnade of thee ? and lays 
Upon thine altar burnt ? Cannot thy love 
Heighten a fpirit to round out thy praitL As well as any flae ? Cannot thy Dove 
Outfrip their Cupid eafily in flight ? 
Or, tince thy vays are deep, and till the faine, 
Will not a verre run finooth that bears thy naine ? 
Why doth that tire, which by thy power and might 
Each breaf does feel, no braver fuel choofe 
Than that, which one day, worms may chance 
refufe. 
Sure Lord, there is enough in thee to dry 
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Oceans of ink; for, as the Deluge did 
Cover the Earth, fo doth thy Majeçty : 
Each cloud difils thy prailè, and doth forbid 
Poets to turn it to another ufe. 
Rofcs and lilies fpeak thee; and to make 
A pair of cheeks of them, is thy abutC 
Why lhould I xvomen's eyes for cryftal take ? 
Such poor invention burns in their low mind 
Whofe tire is wild, and doth hot upward go 
To praitè, and on thee, Lord, fome ink beftow. 
Open the bones, and you flmll nothing find 
In the beçt face but filth ; when Lord, in thee 
The beauty lies, in the difcovery. 
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2. lnfcription. 

Inthe Parfoage, Bemerlo». 
o »0' Succeffor. 
thou chance for to find 
A new Houle to thy mind 
And built without thy Coflt: 
Be good to the Poor, 
As God gives thee ftorc, 
And then my Labour's hot loft. 
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N 3- On Lord Danvers. 
ACRED marble, fafely keep 
His duft, who under thee naut fleep, 
Until the years again retore 
Their dead, and time fhall be no more. 
Mean while, if he, (which all things wears) 
Does ruin thee, or if thy tears 
Are thed for him; diffolve thy frame, 
Thou art requited: for his faine, 
tlis virtue, and lais worth thall be 
Another monument to thee. 

4. A Paradox. : 

(From a MS. Collettion formerly Dr. Rawlinfon's, in tbe Bodleian 
Library, Oxford.) 

That the Sick are in a better ca.ff', 
 then tbe lIhole. 
'OU who admire your£elves becautL You neither groan nor weep, 
And think it contrary to Nature's laws 
To want one ounce of fleep, 

* See a p»em (No. xii.) in the Synagogue at the end of the 
volume. 
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Your Rrong belief 
Acquits your£¢lvcs, and gives the fick ail grief. 
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Your Rate to ours is contrary, 
That makes you think us poor, 
So Black-moors think us foui, and v¢ee 
Are quit with them, and more, 
Nothing can fee, 
And judge of things but mediocrity. 

The fick are in themçelves a flate 
Which health hath nought to do. 
How know you that out tears proceed from woe, 
And not from better rate ? 
Since that mirth hath 
Her waters altb and defired bath. 

How know you that the fighs we fond 
From want of breath proceed, 
Not from excefs ? and therefore we do t]_»end 
That which we do not need; 
So trembling may 
As wcll lhow inward warbling, as dccay. 

Ceafe then to judge calamities 
By outward form and thew, 
But view yourfelves, and inward turn your eyes, 
Then you flaall fiflly know 
That your errate 
Is, of the two, the far more defperate. 
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You always £ear to £eel thotè thaarts 
Which we but f'ometimes prove, 
Each little comfort much aoEe(ts our hearts, 
None but gro£s joys you more : 
Why then con£et 
Your £ears in number more, your joys are lefs. 

Then for yourfelves not us embrace 
Plaints to bad fortune due, 
For though you vitit us, and plaint or caè, 
We doubt much whether you 
Corne to our bed 
To comfort us, or to be comforted. 
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LATIN AND GREEK POEMS. 

IV. Parentalia. 

AUCTORE G. HERBER'I'.* 

Memorioe Matris Sacrun. 

H Mater, quo te deplorem fonte ? I)olores 
Qae guttae poterunt enumerare meos ? 
Sicca meis lacrymis q72amefis vicina videtur, 
Virtutumque choro ficcior ipfe tuo. 
In flumen moerore nigrum fi funderer ardens, 
Laudibus haud fierem fepia jufta tuis. 
Tantùm iRaec fcribo gratus, ne tu mihi tantùm 
Mater: et ilta Dolor nunc tibi Metra parit. 

*.: Printed at the end of Dr. Donne's Sermon of Commemoration 
of the Lady Danvers, late vife of Sir echn Danvers, preached at 
Chelfea July i I6OE7, together with other Commemorations of ber 
by her fon G. Hcrbert. Lond. I6OE7, Smo.--See Barnabas Olo.'s 
Lil9 of Herberq p. civ. and llTalton's L/ff', p. xviii, prefixed to 
Hcrbert' s Rcmains. 
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ORNELI2ZE fan&oe, graves Sempronie, 
Et quicquid ufpiam eflc feveroe foeminoe, 
Conferte lacrymas: Illa, qule vos mifcuit 
Velirafque laudes, pofcit et mixtas genas. 
Namque hanc ruinam falva Gravitas defleat, 
Pudorque conliet vel folutis crinibus ; 
Oandoque vultfis fola majefltas, Dolor. 
Decus mulierum periit : et metuunt viri 
Utrumque fexum dote ne mul&averit. 
Nota illa foies terere comptu lubricos, 
Struices fuperbas arque turritum caput 
Molita, reliquum deinde garriens diem, 
(Nain poli Babelem linguoe adeli confufio,) 
Q_uin poli modeliam, qualis integras decet, 
Subfltru&ionem capitis et nimbum brevem, 
_&nimam recentem rite curavit facris 
-&dorta numen acri et igneâ prece. 
Dein familiam lufltrat, et res prandii, 
Horti, colique difributim penfitat. 
Suum cuïque tempus et locus datur. 
Inde exiguntur penfa crudo vefpere. 
Ratione certâ vita conliat et domus, 
Prudentèr inito quot-diebus calculo. 
Totâ renident wde decus et fuavitas 
Animo renidentes priùs. Sin rarior 
Magnatis appulfu extulit fe occafio, 
Surrexit unà et illa, fefeque extulit : 
Occafione certat ira6 et obtinet. 
Proh ? quantus imber, quanta labri comitas, 
Lepos feverus, Pallas mixta Gratiis; 
Loquitur numellas, compedes, et retia : 
Aut fi negotio hora fumenda eflt, rei 
Per angiportus et moeandros labitur, 
Ipfos Catones provocans oraculis. 
Tutu quanta tabulis artifex ? quoe fcriptio ? 
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Bellum putamen, nucleus bellifllmus 
Sententioe cure voce mirè convenir. 
Volant per orbem literoe notiflimoe : 
0 blanda dextra, neutiquam it}oc pulverls, 
Q6 nunc recumbis, fcriptio merita el} tua, 
Pa&oli arena tlbi tumulus el} un]cus. 
Adde his trientem Mufices, quoe mollicns 
Mulcenfque dotes coeteras, vi£'t et} quafi 
Coele&is harmonioe breve pra.ludium. 
)am raira tandem Sublevatrix pauperum ? 
Languentium baculus, teges jacentium, 
Commune cordis palpitantis bal£amum : 
BenedicCtiones publicoe cingunt caput, 
Ca'lique referunt et preoccupant modum. 
Fatifco, referens tanta quoe numerant mei 
Solùm dolores,--et dolores, ftelluloe ! 
At tu qui ineptè hoec di&a cenfes filio, 
Nato parentis auferens Elaconiium, 
Abito trunce cure tuis pudoribus. 
Ergo ipfe folùm mutus arque excors ero 
Strepente mundo tinnulis proeconiis ? 
Mihine Matris urna claufa eR unico, 
Herboe exoletoe, rof-marinus aridus ? 
Matrine linguam refero, folùm ut mordeam ? 
Abito barde! O_àm piè iftlc fum ilnpudens ? 
Tu ver6 Mater perpetim laudabere 
Nato dolenti : litera3 hoc debent tibi 
Qsêis me educafti; fponte chartas illinunt 
Fru&um laborum confecutoe maximum 
Laudando Marrera, cum repugnant infcii. 

9-37 

UR fplendes, 0 Phoebe æ ecquid demittere Matrem 
Ad nos cure radio tare rutilante potes ? 
At fuperat caput illa tuum, quantum ip£a cadaver 
Mens fuperat ; corpus folùm Elementa tenent. 



7'HE POEMS OF 

Scilicet id fplendes : haec eft tibi caufa micandi 
Et lucro apponis gaudia fan&a tuo. 
Verùm heus fi nequeas coelo demittere Marrera, 
Sitque omnis motfis nefcia, tanta quies, 
Fac radios flltèm ingemi,aes, ut dextera tortos 
Implicet, et Matrem, Marre manente, petam. 

4- 
UID nugor calamo favens ? 
Mater perpetuis uvida gaudiis, 
Horto pro tenui colit 
Edenem Bore,e flatibus invium. 
Qin cceli mihi funt mei, 
Materni decus, et debita nominis, 
Dumque his invigilo frequens 
Stellarum focius, pellibus exuor. 
O&mre Spheram egomet meam 
Connixus, digitis impiger urgeo : 
Te, Mater, celebrans diù, 
No&fi te celebrans luminis emulo. 
Per te nafcor in hunc globum, 
Exemploque tuo nafcor in alterum : 
Bis tu Mater eras mihi, 
Ut currat paribus gloria tibiis. 

ORTI, deliciae Dominm, marcefcite tandem; 
Ornâflis capulum, nec fupereffe licet. 
Ecce decus veffrum fpinis horrefcit, acutâ 
Çultricem revocans anxietate manum : 
Terram et funus olent flores: Dominaeque cadaver 
Contiguas Pdrpes afflat, emque rofas. 
In terrain viole capite inclinantur opaco, 
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Qaeque domus Dominoe fit, gravitate docent. 
Q.are haud vos hortos, fed caemeteria dico, 
Dum torus abfentem quifque reponit heram. 
Eugè, petite omnes; nec polthâc exeat ulla 
Oaefitum Dominam gemma vel herba fuam. 
CuncCta ad radices redeant, tumulofque paternos ; 
(Nempe fepulcra Satis lltnllen inempta dedit) 
Occidite ; aut fanè tantifpèr vivite, donec 
Vefpere ros maeRis funus honeRet aquis. 
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 6. 
,\LENE frufltrâ es, cur miçeruln prelncns 
Tot quaeRionum flucCtibus obruis, 
Arterias tra&ans micantes 
Corporeoe fluidaeque molis 
Aegroto mentis ? quam neque pixides 
Nec tarda poffunt pharmaca confequi, 
Utrumque fi proederis Indum, 
Ultrà animus fpatiatur exlex. 
hnpos medendi, occidere fi potes, 
Nec tic parentem ducat ad optimam : 
Ni fan&è, uti Mater, recedan, 
Morte magis viduabor ill. 
Q.in cerne ut erres infcie, brachium 
Tentando fanum: fi calet, oeRuans, 
Ardore fcribendi calefcit, 
Mater ineflt faliente venâ. 
Si totus infler, fi tumeam crepax, 
Ne membra culpes, caufa animo latet 
Qi parturit laudes .parentis : 
Nec gravidis medicina tuta ett. 
Irregularis llLlllC habitus mihi eR: 
Non exigatur crafis ad fi.lterum. 
Qod tu febrem cenfes, falubre eR 
Atque animo medicatur unum. 
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ALLIDA materni Geni atque exanguis imago, 
In nebulas fimilefque tui res gaudia numquid 
Mutata ? et pro Matre mihi phantafma dolofum 
Uberaque aerea hifcentem fallentia nature ? 
VOe nubi pluviâ gravidm, non la&e, meafque 
Ridenti lacrymas quibus unis concolor unda ePc. 
Qin fugias ? mea 11Oll fuerat tam nubila Ïuno, 
Tare fegnis racles aul'oroe nefcia vernoe, 
Tare languens genitrix cineri fuppofa fugaci : 
Verum augufa parens, fancq:um os caAoque locandum, 
Qale paludofos jamjam li&ura receffus 
Proetulit Aflrea, aut folio Themi« aima vetuoeo 
Penfilis, atque acri dirimens examine lires. 
Hunc vultum oendas, et tecum nobile fpecrum 
Qod fupere vitoe, infumam : Solifque jugales 
Ipfe tuoe folùm adnecam, fine murmure, thenfoe. 
Nec querar ingratos, fudiis dura tabidus info, 
Efftuxiffe dies, fuff'ocatamve Mi»ervam, 
Aut fpes produ&as, barbataque fomnia vertam 
In vicimn mundo ferili, cul cedo cometas 
Ipfe fuos, tanquam digno, pallentiaque afra. 
Ef mihi bis quinis laqueata domuncula tignis 
Rure; brevifque hortus, cujus cum vellere florum 
Lucq:atur fpacium, qualem tamen eligit mqui 
Judicii dominus, flores ut jun&iùs halent 
Stipati, rudibufque volis impervius hortus 
Sit quafi fafciculus crefcens, et nidus odorum. 
Hic ego tuque erimus, varioe fuffitibus herboe 
QF.otidiè pafi : tantùm verum indue vultum 
Affe&ufque mei fimilem ; nec languida mifce 

* The old edition hasfuffbcat amne Minervam, which is evidently 
corrupt and unmeaning. The emcndation will at once be admitted 
by the fcholar. 
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Ora mee memori menti: ne difpare cultu 
Pugnaces, teneros florum turbemus odores, 
Atque inter reliquos horti crefcentia foetus 
Nofra etiam paribus marcefcant gaudia fatis. 

ARVAM piamque dum lubentèr femitam 
Grandi reaeque praefero. 
Carpfit malignum fidus banc modefiam 
Vinumque felle mifcuit. 
Hinc fremere totus et minari geffio 
Ipfis feverus orbibus, 
Tandem prehenfâ comiter lacernulâ 
Sufurrat aure quifpiam, 
I-laec fuerat olim potio Domini tui. 
Gufo proboque Dolium. 

 9" 
OC, Genitrix, fcriptum proles tibi fedula mittit. 
Sife parum cantus, dum legis ifa, tuos. 
Nôffe fui quid agant, quoedam ef quoque mufica fancis, 
Q.9aeque olim fuerat cura, manere potef. 
Nos miferè flemus, folefque obducimus almos 
Occiduis, tanquam duplice nube, genis. 
Interea claffem magnis Rex infruit aufis: 
Nos autem flemus : res ea fola tuis. 
Ecce folutura ePc, ventos caufata morantes : 
Sin pluviam : fletus fuppeditâflC aquas. 
Tillius incumbit Dano : Gallufque marinis: 
Nos flendo : haec nofrûm teffera fola ducum. 
Sic oevum exigitur tardum, dum praepetis anni 
Mille rotoe nimiis impediuntur aquis. 

R 
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Plura tibi miffurus eram (nam quoe mihi laurus, 
(od ne&af, nifi cure te celebrare diem ?) 
Sed partem in fcriptis etiam dum lacryma pofcit, 
Diluit oppofitas candidus humor aquas. 

IEMPE hucufque notos tenebricofos, 
Et moeltum nimio madore Coelum, 
Tellurifque Britannic,e falivam 
Injuftè fatis arguit viator. 
At te commoriente, Magna Mater, 
Re&è, quem trahit, aerem repellit 
Cum probro madidum, reumque diflqat. 
Nain te nunc Ager, Urbs, et Aula plorant : 
Te nunc Inglia, Scoti,eque binoe, 
O_in te Cambria pervetufta deflet, 
Deducens lacrymas prioris oevi 
Ne feroe meritis tuis venirent. 
Non ett angulus ufpiam ferenus, 
Nec cingit mare, nunc inundat omnes. 

UM librata fuis hoeret radicibus ilex 
Nefcia Vulturnis cedere, firma manet. 
Poil ubi crudelem fentit divifa fecurem, 
Q.S6 placet oblato, mortua fertur, hero: 
Arbor et ipfe inverfa vocor : dumque infitus almoe 
Aflideo Matri, robore vinco cedros. 
Nunc forti pateo, expofitus fine Matre procellis, 
Lubricus, et fuperans mobilitate falum. 
Tu radix, tu petra mihi firmiflima, Mater 
Ceu Polypus, chelis faxa prehendo tenax : 
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Non tibi nunc foli filum abrupere forores 
Diffutus videor funere et ipfe tuo. 
Unde vagans paffim re&è vocer alter Ulyffes, 
Alteraque hoec tua mors, Ilias efo mihi. 

 I2, 
.ACESSE Stoica plebs, obambulans cautes. 
Exuta rato carnis, offibus conans, 
Iifque ficcis, adeo ut os Molo.fforum 
Haud glubat inde tres teruncios efcoe. 
Dolere prohibes ? aut dolere me gentis 
Ade6 inficetoe, plumbeoe, Medufee, 
Ad faxa fpeciem retrahentis humanam, 
Tantoque nequioris optimâ Pyrrhd. 
At forte Matrem perdere haud foles demens : 
Qin nec potes; cul proebuit Tigris partum. 
Proinde parco belluis, nec irafcor. 

1 3  

 Epitaphium. 
IC rira foeminei laus et vi&oria fexus : 
Virgo pudens, uxor fida, fevera parens : 
Magnatumque inopumque oequum certamen et ardor : 
Nobilitate illos, hos pietate rapit. 
Sic excelfa humilifque fimul loca diflita junxit, 
Qicquid habet tellus, quicquid et afra, fruens. 
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15  
YIuç u «çr«««*, o « ndo 
Mtc r ' ' "" ' 
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i8. 
@Tç " " " - " 
«rr«polzç , , ç¢ o. 
o, ," " " 

 i9" 
XCUSSOS manibus calamos, falcemque refumptam 
Rure, fibi dixit Mu.fa fuiffe probro. 
Aggreditur Matrem (condu&is carmine Parcis) 
Funereque hoc cultum vindicat oegra fuum. 
Non potui non ire acri ftimulante ftagello : 
Qin Matris fuperans carmina pofcit honos. 
Eja, agedum fcribo : vicifti Iufa ; fed audi, 
Stulta femel fcribo, perpetu6 ut fileam. 
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V. Georgii Herberti. Angli Mufae 
Rcfponforiae, ad Andreee Mclvini 8coti 
wlti- Tami-Cami-Categoriam. 

Pro Supplici Evangelicorum Minit}rorum 
in Anglia, ad Sereniflîmum Regem contra 
Larvatam Geminoe Academioe Gorgo- 
nem Apologia ; 
Sive lnti- 'ami-Cami-C«tegoria , 
AUCXORE ANDREa MEL¥INO. 

 Refponfum, non Di&um. 
NSOLENS, audax, facinus nefandum, 
Scilicet, (pofcit ratio ut decori, 
Pofcit ex omni oflïcio ut fibi mens 
Confcia re&i) 

Anxiam Chritti vigilémque curam, 
Q.9oe pias terris animas reli&is 
Sublevans deducit in ara, nigr6que 
Invidet Orco, 



THE P OEMS OF 
De t:acri cat}a ratione cultfis, 
De Sacro-fan&i Oflîcii decoro 
Supplicem ritu veteri libellum 
Porr'gere Regi, 

Simplici mente atque animo integello, 
Spiritu recto, et fiudiis modefiis, 
Numinis fan&i veniam, et benigni 
Regis honorera 

Ritè proefantem : Scelus expiandum 
Scilicet taurorum, ovium, fuflmque 
Millibus centum, voluiffe nudo 
Tangere verbo 

Proefulum fafius; monuiffe Ritus 
Impios, deridiculos, ineptos 
Lege, ceu labes, macul,:lfque lecâ ex 
Gente fugandos] 

Jfifque-jurandum ingemuiffe j ura 
Exigi contra omnia; tutu mifellis 
Mentibus triftem laqueum injici per 
F/ffque, nef/fque. 

Turbida illimi Crucis in lavacro 
Signa confignem ? magico rotatu 
Verba devolvam ? facra vox facratâ ira- 
murmurer undâ 

Strigis in morem ? Rationis ufu ad- 
-fabor Infantem vacuum ? canoras 
Ingeram nugas minùs audienti 
Di&a puello ? 

Parvulo impôffis manibus facrabo 
Gratie foedus ? digit6ne Sponfe 
Annulus Sponfi impofitus facrabit 
Connubiale 
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Foedus oeternoe bonitatis ? Undâ 
Num falutari roulier Sacerdos 
Tinget in vitam, Sephormque reddet 
Lufrica mater 

Pilei quadrum capiti rotundo 
Ritè quadrabit ? Pharium camillo 
Supparum Chrifli, et decus lntichrifli 
Pontificale 

Pafor examen gregis exigendum 
Curet invitus, celebrare coenam 
Promptus arcanam, memorando 7efu 
Vulnera dira ? 

Cantibus certent Berecynthia oera 
Muficûm fra&is ? reboéntve rauco 
Templa mugitu ? Illecebris fupremi ah 
Re&or Olympi 

Captus humanis ? libitfimque nobis, 
Scilicet, Regi id Superûm allubefcet ? 
Sonmifimque oegri cerebri profanum ef 
Di&io facra ? 

Haud fecus luftri Lupa tTaticani 
Romuli foecem bibit, et bibendam 
Porrigit poc'lo, populifque et ipfis 
Regibus aureo. 

Non ità oeterni lUitakerus acer 
Luminis vindex, patriaeque lumen 
Dixit, aut fenfit ; neque celfa fummi 
Penna Renoldi. 

Certa fublimes aperire calles, 
Sueta coeleftes iterare curfus, 
Loeta mifceri niveis beatoe 
Civibus auloe ; 

24.9 
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Nec Tami, aut Cami accola faniore 
Mente, qui coelum fapit in frequenti 
Hermatheneo, et celebri Lyceo 
Culta juventus, 

Cujus affulget genlo ov,e lux, 
Cui nitens Sol juftitioe renidet, 
Qem jubar Chrifti radiantis alto 
Spe6tat Olympo. 

Bucerum laudem ? memorémque magnum 
Martyrem ? gemmas geminas renati 
Aurei foecli, duo dura facri 
Fulmina belli ? 

Alterum Camus liquido recurfu, 
Alterum Tamus trepidante lymphâ 
Audiit, multum ftupultque magno 
Ore fonantem. 

Anne mulcentem Rhodanum, et Lemanum 
Proedicem Bezam viridi in fenec'ta ? 
O6ties cujus trepidavit oetas 
Claudere denos 

Solis anfrac'tus reditfisque, et ultra 
Qinque percurrens fpatiofa in annos 
Longiùs florem viridantis oevi 
Prorogat et ver. 

Oris erumpit fcatebra perenni 
Amnis exundans, gravidique rores 
Gratia foecunda animos apertis 
Auribus implent. 

Major hic omni invidia, et fuperftes 
Millibus mille, et Sadede, et omnium 
Maximo CdLI/INO, aliifque veri 
Teftibus oequis ; 
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Voce olorina liquidas ad undas 
Nunc canit laudes Genitoris abni 
Carmin, et ]Vato canit, eliquante 
Numinis aurà, 

Senfa de caftu facra puriore, 
Di&a de cultu potiore San&a, 
Arma quoe in caftris jugulent feveri 
Tramitis hottes. 

Cana cantanti juga ninguidarum 
#llpium applaudunt, refonmtque valles ; 
Jura concentu nemorum fonoro, 
Et pater Ifler 

Confonant longè; pater et bicornis 
Rhenus affenfum ingeminat, Garumna, 
Sequana, atque zlrar, Liger : infularum et 
Undipotentum 

Magna pars intenta Britannicarum 
Vote confpirat liquida; folfimque, 
Et falum, et coelum, oemula proecinentis 
More, mod6que 

Concinunt Beze numeris, modlfque 
Et polo plaudunt ; referfintque leges 
Lege quas fanxit pius ardor, et Rex 
Scoto-britannus. 

Sicut edi&um in tabulis ahenis 
Servat oeternum pia cura Regis 
Qi mare, et terras, variifque mundum 
Temperat horis : 

Cujus oequalis Soboles Parenti 
Gentis ele&oe pater, atque cuttos ; 
Par et ambobus, veniens utrinque 
Spiritus almus ; 



THE POEMS OF 

Q2ippe Tres-unus Deus; unus a&us, 
Una natura ef tribus; una virtus 
Una Majettas, Deitas et una, 
Gloria et una. 

Una vis immenfa, perennis una 
Vita, lux una, et fapientia una, 
Una mens, una et ratio, una vox, et 
Una voluntas 

Lenis, indulgens, facilis, benigna ; 
Dura, et inclemens, rigida, et fevera ; 
Semper oeterna, omnipotens, et aequa, 
Semper et alma : 

Lucidum cujus fpeculum ett, refle&ens 
Aureum vultûs jubar, et verendum, 
Virginis proles, fata ccelo, et alti in- 
terpres Olympi : 

Qi Patris mentémque, animfimque fan&i 
Filius pandit face no&ilucâ, 
Sire Do&rinoe documenta, feu com- 
pendia Vitre, 

Publicoe, privoe, facra fcita regni 
Regis ad nutum referens, domfifque 
Ad voluntatem Domini inttituta - 
Singula libra.ns, 

Luce quam Pho:bus melior refundit, 
Lege, quam Legum- tulit ipfe -lator, 
Cujus exa&i officii fuprema 
Norma voluntas. 

Coeca mens humana, hominum voluntas 
Prava, et affe&us rabidi; indigétque 
Luce mens, normâ officii voluntas, 
Lege libido, 
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Qifquis hanc furda negat aure, quà le 
Fundit ubertim liquidas fub auras, 
Ille ter prudens, fapiénfque, et omni ex 
Parte beatus. 

Erg6 vos Cami proceres, Tamique, 
Qos viâ flexit malefuadas error, 
Denuo re&um, duce Rege Regum, in- 
fittite callem. 

Vos metus tangit fi hominum nec ullus, 
At Deum fandi memorem et nefandi 
Vindicem fperate, et amoena folis 
Tartara Diris ; 

Qoe marient fontes animas, trucCque 
Proefulum faitus, malè quas perurit 
Pervigil zelus vigilum, et gregis cu- 
itodia pernox. 

Vette bis tin&â Tyrio fuperbos 
Murice, et pafos dape pinguiore 
Regia quondam aut Saliari inun&a a- 
bdomine ccena. 

Q.qalis Urfini, Damafque fafus 
Turgidus, luxfique ferox, fer6que 
Ambitu pugnax, facram et oedem, et urbem 
Coede nefandâ 

Civium inceitavit, et omniofum 
Traxit exemplum veniens in oevum, 
Prefulum quod nobilium indecorus 
Provocat ordo. 

Quid fames auri facra ? quid cupido 
Ambittl diro fera non propagat 
Potteris culpoe ? mala damna quanta 
Plurima fundit ? 

253 
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Pro Difciplina Ecclefioe Nof- 
troe, Epigrammata Apologetica. 

Augut}itïïlno Potentiffimoque Monarchae 
Jacobo, D. G. Magnoe Britanniae, Franciae, et 
Hibernie Regi, Fidei Defenfori, etc. 
 Geo. Herbertus. 
CCE recedentis foecundo in littore .Nili 
Sol generat populum luce fovente novum. 
Antè tui, C«fES/1R, quàm fulferat aura favoris, 
Nofiroe etiam Mufle vile fuere lutum : 
Nunc ade6 per te vivunt, ut repere poflint, 
Sintque aufoe thalamum folis adire tui. 

II. Illuttriff. Celfiffimoque Carolo, Wallioe, 
 et Juventutis Principi. 
UAM chartam tibi porrlgo recentem, 
Humane decus atque apex juventoe, 
Obtutu placido benignus affles, 
Nain [que] afpe&ibus ì tuis vel unus 
Mordaces tineas, nigrfifque blattas, 
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Q.as livor mihi parturit, retundet, 
Çeu, quas culta rimer feges, pruinas 
Nafcentes radii fugant, vel actes 
Tantùm dulcia leniunt catarrhos. 
Sic ô te (juvenem, fenémve) credat 
Mors retaper juvenem, fenem Britanni. 

III. Reverendiffimo in Chrifo Patri, ac 
Domino, Epifcopo Vintonienti, etc. 
[Lavncdot Indrewes.] 
Pater, coeli cul}os, quo do&ius uno 
Terra nihil, nec quo £an&ius attra vident; 
Cùm mea futilibus numeris le verba viderent 
Claudi, penè tuas proeterire fores. 
Sed properè, dextréque reduxit euntia fenfus, 
Itta docens foli fcripta quadrare tibi. 

IV. Ad Regem Epigrammata Duo. 

 I. Inftituti Epigrammatici Ratio. 
UM millena tuam pulfare negotia mentem 
Confier, et ex illa pendeat orbis ope; 
Nè te produ,£tis videar laffare Camoenis, 
Pro folido, Cefar, carmine frufta dabo. 
Cùm tu contundens Catharos, vult6que librlfque, 
Grata mihi menfoe funt analecCta tuoe. 
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 2. Ad Melvinum. 
ON mea fert oetas, ut te, veterane, laceffam ; 
Non ut te fuperem : res tamen ipfa feret. 
]Etatis numerum fupplebit caufa minorem ; 
Sic tu nunc juvenis fa&us, eg6que fenex. 
Afpice, dura perttas, ut te tua deferat oetas ; 
Et mea fint canis fcripta referta tuis. 
Ecce tamen quàm fuavis ero! cùm, fine duelli, 
Clauferit extremas pugna pera&a vices, 
Tutu tibi, fi placeat, fugientia tempora reddam ; 
Suflîciet votis itta juventa meis. 

3" In Iontrum Vocabuli Anti-Tami- 
Cami-Categoria. 
 zt, t Eundem. 
Q..UAM bellus homo es ! lepidoquàm nomine fingis 
Ittas zlnti-çami-Cami-Categorias .t 
S_c Catharis nova fola placent; res, verba novantur : 
Qoe fapiunt oevum, ceu cariofa jacent. 
Qin liceat nobis aliquas procudere voces: 
Non tibi fingendi fola taberna pater. 
Cùm facra perturber vetter furor onmia, fcriptum 
Hoc erit, zlnti-furi-Puri-Categoria. 
Pollubra vel cùm olim danmâris Regia in ara, 
E ff «tnti-ioelvi-3 [elvi- Categoria. 

4. Partitio Anti-Tami-Cami-Categorie. 
RES video partes, qu6 re dittin&iùs utar, 
zlnticategorice, Scoto-Britanne, tuoe : 
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Ritibus* una Sacris opponitur ;- l- altera Sanc°cos 
Proedicat auc°cores ;5 tertia plena Deo ePc. 
PoPcremis ambabus idem fentimus uterque ; 
Ipfe pios laudo; Numen et ipfe colo. 
Non nifi prima çuas patiuntur prazlia lires. 
O bene qu6d dubium poflideamus agrum ! 

;57 

 5- In Metri Genus. 
UR, ubi rot ludat numeris antiqua poefis, 
Sola tibi Sappho, feminàque una placet ? 
Cur tibi tare facilè non arrifère poetoe 
Heroum grandi carmina fulta pede ? 
Cur non lugentes Elegi ? non acer hzmbus? 
Commotos animos rec°ciùs iPca decent. 
Scilicet hoc vobis proprium, qui puriùs itis, 
Et populi fpurcas creditis effe vias; 
Vos ducibus miflîs, miflîs docCtoribus, omnes 
Femineum blanda fallitis arte genus : 
Nunc etiam teneras qu6 verçus gratior aures 
Mulceat, imbelles complacuêre modi. 

 6. De Larvata Gorgone.§ 
ORGONA cur diram, larvàçque obtrudis inanes, 
Cùm propè fit nobis Mufa, 5ledufa procul ? 
Si, quia felices olim dixêre poetoe 
Pallada gorgoneam, tic tua verba placent. 
Vel potiùs liceat diftinguere. Trique tuique 
Sumite gorgoneam, nofrfi.que Pallas erit. 

* Ab initio ad ver. 6 5. 
 Inde 7 6. 

"r Inde ad ver. 
§ In titulo. 



258 THE POEMS OF 

N 7- De Proefulum Faftu. * 
R/ESULIBUS nottris fattus, Melvine, tumentes 
Soepius afpergis. Sitte, pudore vacas. 
An quod femotum populo laquearibus altis 
Eminet, id tumidum protinus effe feres ? 
Erg6 etiam Solem dicas, ignare, fiperbum, 
Q.gi tam fublimi confpicit orbe viam : 
Ille tamen, quamvis altus, tua crimina ridens 
Afliduo vilen lumine cingit humum. 
Sic laudandus erit ha&us fitblimia Proefid, 
Qji dulci miferos irradiabit ope. 

N 8. De Gemina Academia. T 
UIS hic fuperbit, oro ? tfine, an Proefules ? 
Qos dente nigro corripis ? 
Tu duplicem folus Camoenarum thronum 
Virtute percellis tuâ; 
Et unus impar oefimatur viribus, 
Utrumque tternis calcitro : 
Omnéfque ttulti audimus, aut hypocritoe, 
Te perfpicaci, arque integro. 
An re&iùs nos, fi vices vertas, probi, 
Te contumaci, et livido . 
Q2ifquis tuetur perfpicillis Belgicis 
Q.g.a parte tra&ari folent, 
Res ampliantur» fin per adverfam videt, 
Minora fiunt omnia: 
Tu qui fuperbos coeteros exittimas 
(Superbius cùm te nihil) 
Vertas fpecillum : nain, prout le res habent, 
Vitro minùs re&è uteris. 

Ver. OE. t In titulo. 
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N 9- De S. Baptithfi Ritu.* 
UM tener ad facros infans fittatur aquales, 
Q6d puer ignorat, verba profana putas ? 
Annon tic mercamur agros ? quibus ecce Redemptor 
Comparat oeterni regna beata Dei. 
Scilicet emptorem fi res aut parcior oetas 
Impediant, apices legis amicus obit. 
Forfitan et prohibes infans portetur ad undas, 
Et per le Templl limen adire velis : 
Sin, [elvine, pedes alienos pothflet infans, 
Cur tic difpliceat vox aliena tibi ? 
Re&iùs innocuis la&entibus omnia proefes, 
Qoe ratio per le, fi fit adulta, facit. 
Q.fid vetat ut pueri vagitus fuppleat alter. 
Cùm nequeat claras ipfe litare preces ? 
Soevus es eripiens parvis vadimonia coeli: 
Et tibi fit nemo proes, ubi pofcis opem. 

 I0. De Signaculo Crucis.+ 
UR tanta fufflas probra in innocuam Crucem ? 
Non plùs maligni doemones Chrifli cruce 
Unquam fugari, quàm tui focii folent. 
ApolIolorum culpa non levis fuit 
Vitâffe Chrifli fpiritum efflantis crucem. 
Et Chrifliam«s quifque pifcis dicitur 
Tertulliano, propter undoe pollubrum, 
Qo tingimur parvi. Ecquis autem brachiis 
Natare fine clariffima potett cruce ? 
Sed non moramur : namque verra crux erit, 
Vobis faventibfifve, vel negantibus. 

Ver. 34. "r Ver. 29. 
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 I I. De Juramento Ecclefioe.  
RTICULIS facris quidam fubfcribere juffus, 
Ah! Cheiragra vetat, qu6 minùs, inquit, agam. 
O verè di&um, et bellè ! cùm torqueat omnes 
Ordinis ofores articulare malum. 

 1 2. De Purificatione port Puerperium.j" 
NIXAS pueros marres fe fiitere remplis 
Difplicet, et laudis tura litare Deo. 
Fortè quidem, cùm per vettras Ecclefia turbas 
Flu&ibus internis exagitata natet, 
Vos fine maternis hymnis infantia vidit, 
Vitque negle&as eR fatls ulta preces. 
Sed nos, cum nequeat parvorum lingua parentem 
Non laudare Deum, credimus effe nefas. 
Q.9otidiana fuas pofcant fi fercula grates, 
Nottra caro fan6toe nefcia laudis erit ? 
Adde plis animis quoevis occafio lucro e, 
Qgoe poflint humili fundere corde preces. 
Sic ubi jam roulier decerpti confcia pomi 
Ingemat ob partus, ceu maledi6ta, fuos, 
Appofitè quem commotum fubfugerat olim, 
Nunc redit ad mitem, ceu benedi6ta, Deum. 

 I3. De Antichritti Decore Pontificali.{ 
ON quia Pontificum funt olim afflata veneno, 
Omnia funt temere projicienda foras. 
Tollantur fi cun&a malus quoe polluit ufus, 
Non remanent nobis corpora, non animoe. 

* Ver. OES- - Ver. OE2.  Ver. 48. 
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I 4. De Superpelliceo.* 

UID facroe tandem meruêre vetIes ? 
Qtas malus livor jaculis lacent 
Polluens catIam chlamydis colorera 
Dentibus atris ? 
Qicquid ex urna meliore du&um 
Luce proelutIri, vel honore pollet, 
Mens fub infigni fpecie coloris 
Concipit albi. 
Scilicet talem liquet effe folem ; 
Angeli vultu radiante candent ; 
Incoloe coeli melioris albfl 
VetIe triumphant. 
E creaturis fine mentis ufu- 
Conditis binas homini fequendas 
Spiritus proponit, et eR utrique 
Candor amicus. 
Erg6 ringantur pietatis hotIes, 
Filii no&is, populus malignus, 
Dura fuum nomen tenet, et triumphat 
,/llbion albo. 

1 5 . De Pileo Q.u__adrato.[ v 
U,/E di&eria fuderat Britannus 
Superpellicei tremendus holtis, 
Iithoec pileus audiit propinquus, 
Et partem capitis petit fupremam ; 
Non tic eff'ugit angulus vel unus 
Qo di&is minùs acribus notetur. 

Ver. 49- 
Ovis, et Columba. Columal. 6. 7" c. . et 8. c. 8. 
Ver. 45. 
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Verùm heus! fi reputes, tibi tulfque 
Longè pileus anteit galerum, 
Ut fervor cerebri refrigeretur, 
Qi veftras edit intimè medullas. 
Sed qui tam malè pileos habetis, 
Qos Ecclefia comprobat, verendum 
Nè tandem caput ejus impetatis. 

 16. In Catharum. 
UR Latiam linguam reris nimis effe profanam ? 
O.am proemifli probant fecula, nofra probant ? 
Cur teretem Gr,ecam damnas, arque Hellada totam, 
Qa tamen occifi foedera fcripta Dei ? 
Scilicet Hebream cantas, et perfrepis unam: 
Hoec facit ad nafum fola loquela tuum. 

 17" De Epifcopis.* 
UOS charos habuit Cllri./tus Apofolos, 
Tefat6fque fuo tradiderat gregi ; 
Ut cum mors rabidis unguibus imminens 
Do&rinoe fluvios clauderet aureoe, 
Mites acciperent Lampada Proefules, 
Servaréntque facrum clavibus ordinem ; 
Hos nunc barbaries impia vellicat 
Indulgens propriis ambitionibus, 
Et quos ipfa nequit fcandere vertices 
Hos ad le trahere, et mergere gefiens. 
O coecum populum ! fi bona res flet 
Proeful, cur renuis ? fin mala, pauculos 
Qàm cun&os fieri proefat epifcopos. 

Ver. 12 9. 
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 /8. De Iifdem, ad Melvinum. " 
R!ESULIBUS dirum te Mufa coarguit hoflcem, 
An quia Textores, Artificéfque probas ? 

 9" De Textore Catharo. 
UM pifcatores Textor legit effe vocatos, 
Ut fancum Domini perfequerentur opus; 
Ille qu6que ilwadit Divinam Flaminis artem, 
Subtegmen reti dignius effe putans, 
Et nunc perlongas Scripturoe ffamine telas']" 
Torquet, et in Textu Docor utr6que cluet. 

 20. De Magicis Rotatibus. + 
UOS tu rotatus, quale murmur aufcultas 
In ritibus nofris ? Ego audio nullum. 
Agè, provocemus 6fque ad Angelos ipfos, 
Auréfque fuperas; arbitri ipfi fint litis, 
Utrum tenore facra nofra fint necne 
/Equabili fa&a. Ecquid ergo te tanta 
Calumniandi concitavit urtica, 
Ut, quoe Papicolis propria, affuas nobis, 
Falfùmque potiùs, quàm crepes [vero ?] verfu ? 
Tu perfrepis tamen; fitque turgeat carmen 
Tuum tibi, poeta belle non myfes 
Magicos rotatus, et perhorridas Striges,§ 

Ver. 184. 
Ver. 3 ° . 32 . 

Ver. 59- 
Ver. 33- 
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Di&eriis mordacibus notans, clamas 
Non convenire precibus irta Divinis. 
O foevus hottis ! quàm ferociter pugnas ! 
Nihilne refpondebimus tibi ? Fatemur. 

N 2. Ad Fratres. 
SEC'LUM lepidum ! circumflcant undique Fratres, 
Papicolifque fui funt, Catharifque fui. 
Sic nunc plena boni tiret omnia Fratris, amore 
Cùm nil fraterno rarius effe queat. 

N 22. De Labe, Maculifque.  
ABECULAS, maculâfque nobis objicis, 
Q.u_id ? hoccine eft mirum ? Viatores (umus. 
6 fanguis eft Chrifli, nifi ut maculas lavet, 
Qas fpargit animoe corporis propius lutum ? 
Vos ergo puri! 0 nomen appofitiflimum 
Qo vulgus ornat vos ! At audias parum ; 
At}ronomus olim (ut fama) dum maculas diu, 
O..as Luna habet, tuetur, in foveam cadit, 
Totfifque coenum Cynthie ignofcit notis. 
Ecclefia etI mihi luna; perge in fabulâ. 

 2 3. De Mufica Sacra.'-i" 
UR eflîcaci, Deucalion, manu, 
Poli reltitutos flu6tibus obices, 
Mutas in humanam figuram 
Saxa (upervacufi.fque cautes 

Ver. 23- f Ver. 54. 
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Qin redde formas, O bone, priRinas, 
Èt nos reducas ad lapides avos: 
Nain faxa mirantur canentes, 
Saxa lyras, citharfifque callent. 
Rupes tenaces, et filices ferunt 
Potentiori carmine percitas 
Saltus per incultos, lacfifque 
Orphea mellifluum fecutas. 
E faxa diris hifpida montibus 
Imphionis teRitudine nobili 
Percuffa dum currunt ad urbem, 
Mamia contribuêre Thebis. 
Tantùm repertum eR trux hominum genus, 
Q.i templa facris expoliant choris, 
Non erubefcentes vel ipfas 
Duritiâ fiperare cautes. 
0 plena centum Mufica Gratiis, 
Praeclariorum fpirituum cibus, 
Q6 me vocas tandem, tufimque 
Ut celebrem decus infufurras ? 
Tu Diva miro pollice fpiritum 
Coeno profani corporis exuens 
Ter millies coelo reponis : 
ARra rogant, Novus hic quis hofpes ? 
Ardore Mojës concitus entheo, 
Merfis revertens loetus ab hofibus 
Èxufcitat plebem facratos 
Ad Dominum properare cantus. 
Qgid hocce ? Pfalmos audi6n' ? O dapes ! 
O fucculenti balfama fpiritus ! 
Ramenta celi, guttuloeque 
Deciduoe melioris orbis 
Qos David, ipfoe delicioe Dei, 
Ingens piorum gloria Principum, 
Sionis excelfas ad arces 
Cure citharis, lituifque mifcet. 
Miratur oequor finitimum fonos, 
Èt ipfe ordan fiRit aquas Rupens ; 

z6 5 
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Proe quo Uibris vultum recondit, 
Eridanfque pudore fufus. 
Tun' obdis aures, grex nove, barbaras, 
Et nullus audis ? Cantibus obftrepens, 
Ut, qu6 fatiges verberéfque 
Pulpita, plus fpatii lucreris ? 
At cui videri prodigium poteft 
Mentes, quietis tympana publicoe, 
Difcordiis plenas fonoris 
Harmoniam tolerare nullam ! 

 2 4. De Eadem.  
ANTUS facros, profane, mugitus vocas ? 
Mugire mult6 mavelim quàm rudere. 

zS" De Rituum Ufu.+ 
UM primùm ratibus fuis 
Nofram C,e.far ad infulam 
Olim appelleret, intuens 
Omnes indigenas loci 
Viventes fine veffibus, 
vi&oria, clamitat, 
Certa, ac perfacilis mihi! 
Non alio Cathari modo 
Dura fponfam Domini piis 
Orbam ritibus expetunt, 
Arque ad barbariem patrum 
Vellent omnia regredi, 
Illam tegminis infciam 

Ver. 35-  Ver. 2I. 
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Prorfùs Diemoni, et hoftibus 
Exponunt fuperabilem. 
Atqui vos fecus, O boni, 
Sentire, ac fapere addecet, 
Si vettros animos regant 
Scripturoe canones facroe : 
Nmque hoec, jure, cfiipiam 
Vettem non adimi fuam, 
Sed nudis et egentibus 
Non fuam tribui jubet. 

6 7 

 26. De Annulo Conjugali. 
ED nec conjugii fignum, Melvine, probabis ? 
Nec vel tantillum pignus habebit amor ? 
Nulla tibi fi figna placent, è nubibus arcum 
Eripe coelefti qui moderatur aquoe. 
Illa quidem à noftro non multùm abludit imago, 
Annulus et plenus tempore forfan erit. 
Sin nebulis parcas, et noftro parcito figno, 
Cui non abfimilis fenfus ineffe folet. 
Scilicet, ut quos ante fuas cum conjuge tedas 
Merferat in luftris perniciofa venus, 
Annulus hos revocet, fiftàtque libidinis undas 
Legitimi fignum connubiale tori. 

 2 7. De Mundis et Mundanis. 
X[ proelio undoe ignifque (fi phyficis rides) 
Tranquillus aer nafcitur : 
Sic ex profano Cofmico et Catharo poteft 
Chriftianus extundi bonus. 
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N 28. De Oratione Dominica. * 
UAM Cl, riflus immortalis innocuo gregi 
Voce fuâ dederat, 
(is crederet mortalibus 
Orationem rejici feptemplicem, 
Qe miferis clypeo 
./Ijacis eR praefantior ? 
Heec verba, fiperos advolaturus thronos 
Cl, riflus, ut auxilii 
Nos haud inanes linqueret, 
(Cùm dignius nil poffet aut melius date) 
Pignora charS, fui 
Fruenda nobis tradidit. 
Qis tic amicum excipiet, ut Cathari Deum, 
Qji renovare facri 
Audent amoris Symbolum ? 
Tu ver6 quifquis es, cave nè, dura neges 
Improbe verba Dei, 
Te deneget Verbum Deus. 

 2 9. In Catharum quendam. 
UM templis effare, madent fudaria, mappoe, 
Trux caper alarum, fuppara, loena, fagum. 
Qin populo, clemens, aliquid largire caloris : 
Nunc fudas folus ; coetera turba riget. 

Ver. 3I. 
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N 3 o. De Lupa Luflri Vaticani.  
ALUMNIARUM nec pudor quis nec modus ? 
Nec Faticane defines unquam Lup,e ? 
Metus inanes ! Nos pari proetervehi 
Illam Charybdim cautione novimus 
Veftramque Scyllam, oequis patati fpiculis 
Britannicam in Vulpem,. inque Ro»anan Lupam. 
Di&i ridera firmabimus Anagrammate. 

Rolna dabit Oram, Maro, Ramo, Armo, 
N Mora, et Amor. 
OMA, tuum nomen quam non pertranfiit Or«m, 
Cùm Latiun ferrent fecula prifca jugum ? 
Non deerat vel lama tibi, vel carmina famoe, 
Unde Maro laudes duxit ad Aftra tuas. 
At nunc exfucco fimilis tua gloria Ramo 
A veteri trunco et nobilitate cadit. 
Laus antiqua et honor perierunt, te velut Irmo 
Jam deturbârunt tempora longa fuo. 
Qsin tibi jam defperatoe Mora nulla medetur ; 
Qa Fabio quondam fub duce nata falus. 
Hinc te olim Gentes miratoe odêre viciflîm ; 
Et cum fublatâ laude recedit zl»wr. 

Ver. 6. 
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 3 " De hnpofitione Manumn. 
EC dextra te figit almi amoris emblema ? 
Atqui manus imponere integras praettat, 
)àm (more vettro) imponere infcio vulgo. 
Qanto impofitio melior ef impot'turâ ! 

II. 
III. 

IV. 
V. 

3.. Supplicum Minit}rorum raptus 

MBITIO Cathari qulnque conttat a6tibus. 
Prim6, unus aut alter parum ritus placet. 
Jam repit impietas volatura illico. 
Mox difplicent omnes. Ubi hoc permanferit 
Paul6, fecretis muffitans in angulis 
Odjoerit receffus. Incalefcit fabula, 
Erumpit inde, et continere nefcius 
Sylvas pererrat. Fibulis dein omnibus 
Proe fpiritu ruptis, qu6 eas refarciat 
lmftellodamum corripit le. Plaudite. 

N 33" De Au&orum Enumeratione. 
UO magis invidiam nobis et crimina confies, 
Pertrahis in partes nomina magna tuas; 
21/Iartyra, Calvinum, Bezam, do&fimque Bucerum, 
Qi tamen in nofros fortiter ire negant. 
l/Uhitaker, erranti quem prmfers carmine, mlles 
Afliduus nofroe papilionis erat. 
Nos quoque poffemus longas confcribere turmas, 
Si numero Rarent proelia, non animis. 
Primus adett nobis, Pharif, eis omnibus hottis, 
Chri.flus Apottolici cin&us amore gregis. 
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Tu geminas belli portas, O Petre, repandis, 
Dura gladium tringens Paulus ad arma vocat. 
Indè Patres pergunt quadrati, et tota Vetufas. 
Nempe Novatores quis Veteranus amat ? 
Jam Conflantinus multo le milite mifcet ; 
Invif{tmque tuis erigit hafa Crucem. 
Hipponenfis adeflt properans, et torquet in hotes 
Lampada, quâ fudiis-invigilare folet. 
Téque Deum alternis cantans lmbrofius iram, 
Immemor antiqui mellis, eundo coquit. 
Hoec etiam ad pugnam proefens, quâ vivimus, oetas 
Innumeram nofris partibus addit opem. 
Qos inter plenùfque Deo, geni6que acobus 
Defendit veram mente manfique fldem. 
Interea ad facrum ffimulat facra Mufica bellum, 
Qa fine vos miferi lentiùs itis ope. 
Militat et nobis, quem vos contemnitis, Ordo, 
Ordine difcerni maxima bella folent. 
O vos invalidos ! Audi quem talibus armis 
Eventum Na vidit et admonuit ; 
Una dies Catharos ad bellum miferat omnes : 
ld bellum miffos perdidit una dies. 
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 34- De Auri facra Fame.  
LAUDIS avaritiâ Satyram ; fatulfque facrorum 
Effe recidendas, Eace nofer, opes. 
Coetera condonabo tibi, fcombrifque remittam : 
Sacrilegum carmen, cenfeo, flamma voret. 

 35" Ad Scotiam Protrepticon ad Pacem. 
COTIA, quoe frigente jaces porrec"ta fub lrt-lo, 
Cur adeo immodicâ religione cales ? 

Ver. 201. 
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Anne tuas flammas ipfa Antiperifafis auget, 
Ut nive torpentes incaluêre manus ? 
Aut ut pruna gelu fummo mordaciùs urit, 
Sic acuunt zelum frigora tanta tuum ? 
Q.gin nocuas extingue faces, precor : unda propinqua eff, 
Et tibi vicinas porrigit oequor aquas ; 
Aut potiùs C]rifli languis demiffus ab alto, 
Vicinflfque magis nobili6rqae fluit: 
Nè, fi flamma novis adolefcat mota flabellis, 
Ante diem vefro mundus ab igne ruat. 

 3 6. Ad Sedu&os Innocentes. 
NNOCU,E montes, quibus inter flumina mundi 
l)ucitur illimi candida vita ride, 
Abfit ut ingenuum pungant mea verba pudorem ; 
Perftringunt veftros carmina fola duces. 
O utinam aut illorum oculi (quod comprecor unum) 
Vobis, aut illis pe&ora verra forent. 

N 37" Ad Melvinum. 
TQ._UI te precor unicè per ipfam, 
Qoe fcripfit numeros, manum ; per omnes 
Mufarum calices, per et beatos 
Sarcafmos quibus artit'ex triumphas ; 
Q3jin per Prefbyteros tuos; per urbem 
Qam curto nequeo referre verfu ; 
Per charas tibi, nobiléfque dextras, 
Qas fubfcriptio neutiquam inquinavit ; 
Per quicquid tibi fuaviter probatur ; 
Nè me carminibus nimis dicacem, 
Aut foevum reputes. Arnica nottra eft 
Arque edentula Iufa, nec veneno 
Splenis perlita contumeliofi. 
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Nain fi te cuperem fecare verfu, 
Totfi.mque evomerem potenter iram 
Qam aut ecclefia defpicata vobis, 
Aut loefoe mihi fuggerunt lthen,e, 
(Et quem non fiimularet hoec fimultas) 
Jam te funditus igneis Camoenis, 
Et AIua crepitante fubruiffem : 
Omnis linea fepiam recufans 
Plumbo du&a fuiffet oefiuanti, 
Centum fiigmatibus tuos inurens 
Profanos fremitus bonfque fannas : 
Plùs charta hoec mea delibuta di&is 
Hoefiffet tibi, quàm fuprema vefiis 
Olim accreverit Herculi furenti: 
Qin hoc carmine lexicon probrorum 
Extruxiffem, ubi, cure tnoneret ufus, 
Haurirent tibi tota plauftra hfa'. 
Nunc hoec omnia fufiuli, tonantes 
Affe&us fociis tuis remittens. 
Non te carmine *turbidum vocavi, 
Non deridiculumve, rive 'ineptum, 
Non S firiges, «magikmve, vel rotatus, 
Non fattus tibi 6turgidos repono ; 
 Errores, «maculas, -Hiperbimque, 
*° Labes, ' fomnique, *'ambitfifque diros, 
Tinnitus ,s BerecyntAios omittens 
Nil horum regero tibi merenti. 
Qin te laudibus orno: quippe dico, 
Cwfar fobrius ad rei Latinw 
Unus dicitur advenire cladem : 
Et tu folus ad/lngliw procellas 
(Cùm pler6mque tuâ fodalitate 
Nil fit craflius, impolitififve) 
Accedis benè do&us, et poëta. 
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 3 8. Ad Eundcln. 
NCIPIS irridens; fomachans in carmine pergis; 
Definis exclamans: Tota figura, vale. 

 39- Ad Seren. Regem. 
CCE pererratas, Regum do&iffime, nugas, 
Qsas gens inconfulta, fuis vexata procellis, 
Libandas nobis, abforbendfque propinat ! 
O coecos animi fratres ! quis veftra fatigat 
Corda furor, fpiff{tque affat caligine fenfus ? 
Cernite, quàm formofa fuas Ecclefia pennas 
Explicat, et radiis ipfum pertingit Olymçum ! 
Vicini populi partira mirantur, et oequos 
Mentibus attonitis cupiunt addifcere ritus : 
Angelicoe turmoe noftris le coetibus addunt : 
Ipfe etiam Chriflus coelo fpeculatus ab alto 
Intuitfique uno ftringens habitacula mundi, 
Sola mihi plenos, ait, exhibet #hzglia cultus. 
Scilicet has olim divifas oequore terras 
Sepofuit Divina fibi, cùm conderet orbem, 
Progenies gemmtmque fuâ quafi pyxide claufit. 
O qui Defen.for Fidei meritiffimus audis, 
Refponde oeternùm titulo; qu6que ordine felix 
Coepifti, pergas fimili res texere filo. 
Obrue ferventes, ruptis conatibus, hoftes : 
Qfque habet aut patulas, aut coeco tramite, moles 
Hoerefis, evertas. Qid enim te fallere poffit ? 
Tu venas laticéfque omnes, quos facra recludit 
Pagina, guftâfti, mult6que interprete gaudes : 
Tu Synod6fque, Patrefque, et quod dedit alta vetuftas 
Haud per te moritura, Schol{tmque introfpicis omnem. 
Nec tranfire licet quo mentis acumine findis 



GEORGE HERBER'T. 275 
Vi(cera naturoe, commiRfi(que omnibus aRris 
_Ante tuum tempus coelum gratifl]mus ambis. 
Hac ope munitus (ecurior excipis undas, 
Qas Latii, Catharque movent, arque inter utra(que 
PaRor agis proprios, medio tutiflimus, agnos. 
Perge, decus Regum ; tic, AuguRiflime, plures 
Sint tibi vel ReIlis laudes, et laudibus almi: 
Sic pulfare tuas, exclufis lu&ibus, aufint 
Gaudia çola fores: tic quicquid çomnia mentis 
Intus agunt, habeat certum meditatio finem ; 
Sic pofitis nugis, quibus irretita libido 
hmumeros mergit vitiatâ mente poëtas, 
Sola acobeum decantent carmina nomen. 

 40. Ad Deum. 
UEM tu, fumme Deus, femel 
Scribentem placido rore beaveris, 
Illum non labor irritus 
Exercer miferum ; non dolor unguium 
Morfus increpat anxios ; 
Non mreret calamus ; non queritur caput : 
Sed foecunda poëfe¢ 
Vis, et vena facris regnat in artubus 
Q.9alis nefcius aggerum 
Exundat fluvio Nilus amabili. 
O dulciffime fpiritus, 
San&os qui gemitus mentibus inferis 
A Te Turture defluos, 
O.2j6d fcribo, et placeo, fi placeo, tuum eR. 
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VII. Inventa Bellica. 

 E Mfto. Autog. 
t I Mortis longoeva tames, venterque perennis 
Qem non Emat/dus torrens, non fanguine pinguis 
Daunia, non £atiat bis ter millefima ca:dis 
Progenies, nmndique oetas abdomine tanto 
Ingluvieque minor. Q33ercus habitare feruntur 
Prifci, crefcentefque una cure proie cavernas ; 
Hinc tamen excludi mors noluit, ipfaque vitam 
Glans dedit, et truncus te&um, et ramalia mortem. 
Confluere interea paflim ad Floralia pubes 
Coeperat, agricolis mentemque et aratra folutis. 
Compita fervefcunt pedibus, clamoribus oether. 
Hic ubi difcumbunt per gramina, falfior unus 
Omnia fufpendit nafo, fociofque laceflit : 
Non fert Ucalegon, atque amentata retorquet 
Di&a ferox, hoerent lateri convitia fixo. 
Scinditur in partes vulgus ceu compita, telum 
Ira facit, mundufque ipfe eft apotheca furoris, 
Liber alit rixas, potantibus omnia bina 
Sunt proeter vitam : çaxis hic ftenfitur, alter 
Ambuttis fudibus, pars vitam in pocula fundunt, 
Bacchantur Lapit/ue, furit inconltantia vini, 
Sanguine quem dederat fpolians : primordia belli 
Hoec fuerant, tic g'ifip/wne virguncula lufit. 
Non placuit rudis atque ignara occifio, morti 
Qoeritur ingenium, do&ufque homicida probatur. 
I tinc tyrocinium, parvoque affueta juventus, 
Fi&aque Bellona, et veroe ludibria pugnoe, 
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Inftru6toeque acies, hyemefque in pellibus a6toe. 
Omniaque hoec ut tranfadigant fine crimine cofias 
Artificefque necis clueant et mortis alumni. 
Nempe et millenos ad palum interficit bottes 
Aflîduus tyro, fi fit fpe6tanda voluntas. 
O fuperi ! quis tantum ipfis virtutibus inttat, 
Qantum coedi ? adeone unam nos vivere vitam, 
Perdere fexcentas ? crefcet tamen hydra nocendi 
Trittis, ubi ac ferrure tellure reciditur imâ, 
Foecundufque chalybs fceleris, jam fanguine tin&us, 
Expleri nequit, at roture depafcitur orbem. 
Q.fid memorem tormenta, quibus prius horruit azvum, 
Balittafque, Onagrofque, et quicquid Scorpio fievus 
Vel Catapulta potett, Siculique inventa magittri, 
Angligenùmque arces, gaudentes fanguine Galli 
Futtibales, fimdafque quibus cure numine fretus 
Stravit Idumazum divinus 7ïtyrus bottera. 
Adde etiam currus et cure temone Britanno 
_/trviragum, falcefque obttantia quoeque metentes. 
Qin anes ruit et multâ Demetrius  arte, 
Sic olim cecidere. 
Deerat adhuc vitiis nofltris digniflima mundo 
Machina, quam nullum fatis execrabitur oevum; 
Liquitur ardenti candens fornace metallum, 
Fufaque decurrit notis aqua ferrea filcis : 
Exoritur tubus, atque inttar Cyclopis IIomeri, 
Lufcum prodigium, medioque foramine gaudens ! 
Inde rotoe arque axis fubeunt, quafi fella curulis, 
Qa mors ipfa fedens hominum de genre triumphat. 
Accedit Pyrius pulvis laquearibus Orci 
Exulis, Infernoe pretiofa tragemata menfoe, 
Sulphureaque lacu, totaque imbuta Mephiti. 
Hinc glans adjicitur, non quam ru&are vetuttas 
Creditur, ante fatas prono cure vertice fruges. 
Plumbea glans, livenfque fuoe quafi confcia noxoe, 
Purpureus Il&or Plutolis, epittola fati 

* Poliorcates, cog: (tbus tbe man, ufcript.) 
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Plumbis obfignata, colofque et ttamina vitoe 
Perrumpens, Atropi vetuloe marcentibus uhfis. 
Hoec ubi vin&a, fubit vivo cure lune minitter, 
Fatalemque levans dextram, qua ttupeus ignis 
Mulcetur vento, accendit cum fomite partem 
Pulveris inferni, properat, datur ignis, et omnem 
Materiam vexat, nec jam le continet antro 
Uifiphone, flammâ et fallaci fulmine cin&a ; 
Evolat, horrendumque ciet bacchata fragorem. 
It ttridor, coelofque omnes et Tartara findit. 
Non jam exaudiri quidquam vel mufica fphoeroe 
Vel gemitus Erebi, piceo le turbine volvens, 
Totamque eru&ans nubem glans proruit imo 
Precipitata, cadunt urbes formidine, muri 
l)iffugiunt, fragilifque crepant coenacula mundi. 
Strata jacent toto nfillena cadavera campo, 
Uno i&u; non tic pettis, non ttella maligno 
Afflatu perimunt. En Cymba Cocytia turbis 
Ingemit, et defeffus opem jam portitor orat. 
Nec glans fola nocet, mortem quandoque fifurrat 
Aura volans, vitamque aer quam paverat, aufert. 
l)icite vos, FurLe .t qua gaudet origine monttrum ? 
Nox «Ntnam, no&emque Chaos genuere priores, 
/Etna Cacum ignivomum dedit, hic Ixiona Grecis 
Cantatum, deinde Ixion cum nubibus atris 
Congrediens genuit monachum, qui limen opacoe 
Tritte colens felloe, no&uque et Doemone plenum 
Protulit horrendum hoc primum cum pulvere monttrum. 
Qis monachos mortem meditari, et pulvere tritti 
Verfatos neget ? arque hunfiles quels talia cordi 
Tare demiffa, ipfamque adeo fubeuntia terrain ? 
Nec tamen hic mortis rabies ttetit ; exilit omni 
Tormento pejor ]efuita, et fulminat orbem, 
Ridens bombardas miferas, quoe corpora perdunt 
Non animas; raroque ornantur fanguine regum 
Obttreperoe ttulto fonitu, crimenque fatentes. 
Sittimus hic, inquit rature, fat prata biberunt 
Sanguinis, innocuum tandem luet orbis lbelum. 
G. HERIrRTr. 
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VIII. Alia Poemata Latina. 

I, Ad Au&orem InPcaurationis magnoe. 
N [Francifcmn Bacon.] 
ER tirages licet au&orum veterfimque ruinam 
Ad famoe properes vera Tropea tuoe, 
Tam nitidè tamen occids, tare fuaviter bottes, 
Se quafi donatum funere quifque putat. 
Scilicet apponit pretium tua dextera fato, 
Vulneréque emanat languis, ut intret honos. 
O qutm felices funt, qui tua cattra fequuntur, 
Cùm per te fit res ambitiofa mori. 

2. In Honorern Illufriffimi Domini Fran- 
cifci de Verulamio Vice-Comitis Sri. Albani. 
N Poli editam ab eo Inliaaur. magnum. 
UIS itIe tandem ? non enim Vultu ambulat 
Qsotidiano. Nefcis, ignare ? audies. 
Dux Notionum ; Veritatis Pontifex ; 
Indu&ionis Dominus ; et Kerulamii ; 
Rerum Magitter unicus, at non Artium : 
Profunditatis Pinus, arque Elegantioe 
Naturoe Arufpex intimus ; Philofophie 
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2ZErarium, Sequeter Experlentie, 
Speculationlfque ; 2ZEquitatis Signifer ; 
Scientiarum fubpupillari atu 
Degentium olim Emancipator; Luminis 
Promus: Fugator Idolûm, atque Nubimn : 
Collega Solis : Qadra Certitudinis : 
Sophi(matum MaRix: Brutus Literarius, 
Authoritatis exuens Tyrannidem : 
Rationis et Senfus Stupendus Arbiter ? 
Repul4fieator mentis : zftlas Phyficus, 
Alcide fuccumbente Stagiritico ; 
Columba Noa', quoe in vetuRate Artibiàs 
Nullum locum requiemque cernens, proeRitit 
Ad fe fimmque Matris, Arcam regredi. 
Subtilitatis terebra; Temporls nepos 
Ex veritate Matre ; Mdlis Alveus ; 
Mundique et Animarum Sacerdos unicus; 
Securifque Errorum ; inque Natalibus 
Granum Sinapis, acre aliis, Crefcens fibi; 
O me prope Laffum ! Juvate PoReri. 
Gro. HERBERT. ORAT. PUB. 
ACADEM. CANTAB, 

3" In Obitum incomparabilis Francifci 
Vice-Comitis San&i Albani, 
 Baronis Verulamii. 
UM longi lentlque gemis fub pondere morbi, 
Atque heeret dubio tabida vita pede; 
Q.id voluit prudens Fatum, jam fentio tandem : 
ConRat, zfprile uno te potuiffe mori: 
Ut Flos hinc lacrymis, illinc Philomela querelis, 
Deducant Lingu,e funera fola tuae. 
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4. Comparatio inter Munus Summi 
 Cancellariatus et Librum. 
UNERE dura nobis prodes, libr6que futuris, 
In laudes abeunt foecula quoeque tuas; 
Munere dura nobis prodes, libr6que remotis, 
In laudes abeunt jam loca quoeque tuas : 
HOe tibi funt aloe laudum. Cui contigit unquam 
Longius oeterno, latius orbe decus ? 

5. /Ethi°p ifiïa ambit Ccfhma diverti 
 Coloris Virum. 
UID mihi fi racles nigra eflt ? hoc, Cette, colore 
Sunt etiam tenebroe, quas tamen optat amor. 
Cernis ut exuttâ retaper fit fronte viator ; 
_Ah longum, quoe te deperit, errat iter. 
Si nigro fit terra folo, quis defpicit arvum ? 
Claude oculos, et erunt omnia nigra tibi : 
_Aut aperi, et cernes corpus quas projicit umbras ; 
Hoc faltem oflîcio fungar amore tui. 
Cure mihi fit facies fumus, quas pe&ore flammas 
Jamdudum tacitè delituiffe putes ? 
Dure, negas ? O rata mihi proefaga doloris, 
QOe mihi lugubres contribuêre genas ! 

6. In Natales et Pafcha Concur- 
 rentes. 
UM tu, Chrifte, cadis, nafcor; mentémque ligavit 
Una meam membris horula, téque cruci. 
O me difparibus nature cure numine fatis ! 
Cur mihi das vitam, quam tibi, Chrifle, negas ? 
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Qfin moriar tecum: vitam, quam negligis ipfe, 
Accipe ; ni talem des, tibi qualis erat. 
Hoc mihi Iegatum trifi fi funere proefes, 
Coerifle, duplex flet mors tua vita mihi : 
Arque ibi per te fan&ificer natalibus ipfis, 
In vitam, et nervos pafcha cooeva fluet. 

7" Ad Johannem Donne, D.D. de uno 
Sigillormn ejus, Anchora et Chritto. 

NUOD crux nequibat fixa, clavîque additi 
(Tenere Chriftum fcilicet, ne afcenderet) 
Tulve Coeriflum devocans facundia 
Ultra loquendi tempus; addit Anchora: 
Nec hoc abundè ef tibi, nifi certoe Anchoroe 
Addas Sigillum: nempè fymbolum fuoe 
Tibi dedit unda et terra certitudinis 
Qondam feffus amor loquens amato 
Tot et tanta loquens arnica; fcripfit 
Tandem et feffa manus, dedit Sigillum. 

Suavis erat, qui fcripta, dolens, lacerando recludi 
San&iùs in regno magni credebat amoris 
(In quo las nihil ef rumpi) donare Sigillum. 
Munde, fluas fugiffque licet, nos nofrftque fixi : 
Deridet motus fan&a Catena tuos. 
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8. In Obitum Serenifllmoe Reginoe Annoe. 
 (E Lacrymis Cantabrigienfibus.) 
UO te, felix 4nna, modo deflere licebit ? 
Cui magnum imperium, gloria major erat: 
Ecce meus torpens animus fuccumbit utrique, 
Cul tenuis fama et, ingeniumque minus. 
Q2fis, nifi qui manibus Briareus, oculifque fit 4rgus, 
Scribere te dignùm vel lacrymare queat ? 
Frutra igitur fudo; fupereft mihi fola voluptas, 
Qod calamum excufent Pontus et Aftra meum: 
Namque Inne laudes coelo fcribuntur aperto, 
Sed lu&us nofter fcribitur Oceano. 

9" In Obitum Henrici Principis Wallioe.* 
 (Ex Epicedio Cantabrigienti.) 
TE leves (inquam), Parnaflia numina, mufoe! 
Non ego vos pofhac, hederae velatus ami&u, 
Somnis nefcio quels no&urna ad vota vocabo : 
Sed nec Crrhei faltus, Libethriave arva 
In mea di&a ruant; non tam mihi pendula mens eR, 
Sic quafi Diis certem, magnos accerfere montes; 
Nec vaga de fummo deducam flumina monte, 
Qalia parturiente colunt fub rupe forores : 
Si quas mens agitet moles (dum pe&ora fevo 
Tota fupent lu&u) lachrymifque exmfuet aequis 

* Fuller, in his Church Hiflory, Book x. Cent. xvii. fays, " Give 
me leave to add one more, untranflatable for its elegancy and ex- 
preflivenefs, made by Mr. George Herbert : 
' Ulteriora timens cum morte pacifcitur Orbis.'" 
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Spiritus, hl mihi jam montes, hoec flumina funto : 
Mu_fa, vale ! et tu, Pha'be ! dolor mea carmina di&et; 
Hinc mihi principium : vos, o labentia mentis 
Lumina, nutantes paulatim acquirite vires, 
Vivite, dura mortem otendam : tic tempora vetram 
Non comedant famam, tic nulla oblivia potent. 
Qare age, mens! effare, precor, quo numine loefo ? 
QOe fuberant caufoe ? quid nos committere tantum, 
(od non lanigeroe pecudes, non agmina lufrent ? 
Annon longa lames, miferoeque i,uria peftis 
Poena minor fuerat, quam fatum Principis oegrum ? 
Jam felix Philomela, et menti confcia Dido .t 
Felices quos bella premunt et plurimus enfis! 
Non metuunt ultra; noftra infortunia tantum 
Fataque, Fortunafque et fpem loefere fi,turam. 
Qod fi rata illi longam invidere falutem 
Et patrio regno (fub quo jam Principe nobis 
(id fperare, immo quid non fperare licebat ?) 
Debuit ifia pari prima et non nobilis oetas : 
Aut cita mors efi danda bonis aut longa fene&us. 
Sic loetare animos et tic ofendere gemmam 
Excitat optatus avidos, et ventilat ignem. 
Q9are etiam nuper Pyrii de pulveris i&u 
Principis innocuam fervâfiis numina vitam 
Ut morbi perimant, alioque in pulvere proftet. 
Phoebe, tui puduit, quum fummo mane redires, 
Sol fine fole tuo! quum te tum nubibus atris 
Totum offufcari peteres, ut no&e filenti 
Humana oeternos agerent proecordia queus : 
Tantum etenim vePcras, Parc,e, non fle&it habenas 
Tempus edax rerum, tuque o mors improba fola es 
Cui coecas tribuit rires annofa vetuftas ! 
Qid non mutatum elt ? requiêrunt flumina curfus : 
Plus etiam veteres coelum videre remotum : 
Cur ideo verbis triltes effundere curas 
Expeto, tanquam hoec tic nori medicina doloris ? 
Immodicus lu&us tacito vorat igne medullas, 
Ut fluvio currente, vadum fonat, alta quiefcunt. 
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NNUPTA Pallas, nata Diefpatre ! 
/Eterna fummoe gloria regioe ! 
Cui dulcis arrident camoenoe 
Pieridis Latixque Mufw. 
Cur tela mortis, vel tibi, vel tuis 
Qgacunque gutta temporis imminent ? 
Tantaque propendet ftatera 
Regula fanguinolenta fati ? 
Numne Hydra talis tantaque bellua ef 
Mors rot virorum fordida fanguine 
Ut mucro rumpatur linervw 
Utque minax fuperetur/Egis ? 
Tu fle&is amnes, tu mare coerulum 
Uflîffe prono fulmine diceris, 
tjacis exefas triremes 
Proecipitans graviore cafu. 
Tu difcidiffi Gorgoneas manus 
Nexas, capillos anguibus oblitos, 
Furvofque vicii Gigantem 
Enceladum, pharetramque Rha'ci. 
Ceu vi&a, mu/is porrigit herbulas 
Pennata coeci dextra cupidinis, 
Non ulla Bellon,e furentis 
Arma tui metuunt alumni. 
Pallas retortis coefia vocibus 
Refpondit : Eia ! ne metuas precor, 
Nain fata non juffis repugnant 
Principibus, fed arnica fiunt. 
Ut fi recifis arboribus meis 
Nudetur illic lucus amabilis, 
Fru&ufque pof mortem reculent 
Perpetuos mihi ferre rami. 
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Dulcem rependent tum mihi tibiam 
Pulchre renatam ex arbore mortua, 
Dignamque coelefti corona 
Harmoniam dabit inter afira. 

 I O. E Mtto. Autog. 
UM petit Infantem Princeps, Grantamque ]tacobus, 
Qifiaam horum major fit, dubitatur, amor ? 
Vincit more fuo Nofier: nain millibus Infans 
Non tot abefi, quot nos Regis ab ingenio. 

 I I o E Mo. Autog. 
EO verjus ergo quid fit, audi 
Verum» Gallice non libenter audis. 
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A dvertifement to the Synagogue. 

HE Synagogue was firf publiflied in 164o,  
without the author's naine ; and the autho- 
rity for afcribing the work to ChrifloDher 
Harvey refus upon the following evidence : In the 
ComDlete tngler, chap. v. lltlton, after quoting 
George Hertert, fays, IndJince you like thefe verfis 
0fMr. Herbert's./b well, let me tell you what a reve- 
rend and ]earned divine, that Drofe.es to imitate toi#l, 
crut ha, indeed done fo »,off «xce]]ent]y, tu, th ,r}t of our 
Book of Comlnon Prayer; a;«a ± +n0+ y0u 
lie tt, e aetter, aecaufe t,e is a fr]end of mine, and I ara 
fure no enemy to angling ; then follow the Verres on 
the Book of Common Prayer, printed in this volume, 
p. + I o, which are fubfcribed, Ca. Harvie. In the 
fecond edition of the Complete ]Ingler, publilhed in 
I653, will be round Commendatory Verres, ad- 
dreffed to 1717alton by " Ca. Harv]e, M. of Arts." 
In the £ourth edition of the Synagogue are verres by 

 Printed bv T. L. for Phil. Stepbens, and Chriflopher Meredltb, 
at the Golden Lion, in St. Paul's Church-yard. The fecond edition 
enlarged, was publifhed Lond. I647 ; third edit. x657 ; fourth, x66x ; 
fifth, I667 ; fixth, I673 ; feventh, i67q; eighth, I7o 3 ; ninth, 
709, and rince with almoR every edition of the Temple. 

u 
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lKalton, addreflC to my reverend friend, tæe luthor 
ofthe Synagogue, wherein he fays, 
I lovedyoufor your Synagogue, a.,fore 
I knew your pwfon, but now love you more. 
Froln thefe tac°ts there cannot be any doubt that the 
work is'afligned toits true author. 
Another work, probably by Ca. Harvie, is entitled 
&ho/a Cordis ; or the Heart of itfi'lfe gone away fro», 
God ; brought back againe to him ; and in.flrucTed by 
him, in 47 emblems, Lor)or, pri»ted for H. Blunden, 
at the Caftle in Cornhill, 647, ImO. pp. 96. - 
In the edition of 675 it is ftated that they were 
written by the wluthor of the S,,'rAooote annexed to 
H«rbert's Poems; if fo, this volume mur be alfo 
afcribed to ChriJtopher Harvey ; it lhould, however, 
be obferved, that it bas been reprinted two or three 
tilnes, within the laft hall century, and afcribed to 
Francis o.uarles, but erroneoufly. 
The only Chropher H«rvey that can be traced 
in both univerfities, and who probably ,,vas our 
author, is the one mentioned by _4nthony l'Food, who 
fays that he vas a miner's fon of CnESnIRE, waa" 
born in that county, became a battler of Brazen-Nofe 
College, in 63, aged flxteen years, took the degrees 
in Arts,'|-" that of il/biler being «o»,pleted in 1620, 

* The fecond edition was printed in 1674 ; third in 1675 ; 
fourth, 1676 ; the emblems were taken from a work by BeneditTus 
Haeftenus, entitled Schola Cordis rive averfi a deo cordis ad eund«m 
redug?io et inflruqio, A¢ntv. 1635. 
"t B.A. 19th May 1617; M.A. loth May, 16o. 
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ho]), orders, and at length was ruade vicar of Clifton 
in Warwickflaire.  His vvorks are thefe : 

AHNIAETHZ: or, the Right Rebel, a Treatife dif- 
covering the true Ufe of the Naine by the Nature of Re- 
bellion, with the Properties and Pra&ices of Rebels. 
Appliable to ail, both old and New Phanatics, by Chrijqo- 
pber Harvey, Vicar of Clifton, in the county of l[/'arwick. 
Lond. Printed for R. Ro)jton, Bookfeller to his facred 
MajeRy, 66I, o&. p. I76 , befides title, dedication, and 
preface, elght leaves.'r 
I. Fanion fupplanted : or, a Caveat againf the ecclefiaffical 
and fecular Rebels, in two Parts. . A difcourfe con- 
cerning the Nature, Properties, and Pra&ices of Rebels. 
2. Againf the InconRancy and inconfitent Contrariety of 
the faine Pretenfions and Pra&ices, Princlples and Doc- 
trines. Lond. 663, o&. « penn'd molly in I64oE, and 
finiflaed 3 Ap. 645. This book, I fuppofe (for I have not 
feen it, or the other,) is the faine with the former, only a 
new title put to it, to make it vend the better. Another 
book goes under hls name, ca}led Conditions of Chri_/tianity, 
prlnted at Lond. in tw. but that, or any other befides, I 
have not yet feen." 4. lI"ood, 4tbenee Oxon. ed. Blifs, v. 
3, P" 538. 

* By the kindnefs of the Rev. 7" H. C. Ioor, the prefent re&or 
of Rugby, the following additional particulars of Chri_/topber Harvey 
have been obtained. He was iniituted November I4, 639. On 
the Izth of June x64oE , were baptized Bridget and A/lary, the 
daughters of ChriJtopber Harvey, clerk, and Iargaret, his wife. 
In September 4, I643, a fon, named lIhitney, was baptized, who 
was buried O&. II, in the faine year, (he appears to have been 
named after the patron of the living of Clifton, Sir Robert lIbitney, 
knt. of I[/'hitney, tterefordfhire,) another fon, named Thomas, was 
baptized Feb. zz, x645; and on the 4th of April, I663, was 
" buri«d »Ir. Chriflopb«r Harv«y, v;«ar of Cllfton." 
+ Dedicated to the Hon. Sir Geoffery Palmer, knt. and bart. In 
the preface the author Pcates that it was finiflaed April 3, I645, and 
the pofifcript added Match 11, I66O. 
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. fn editlon of The Churches Exerc[fe under Afft[&[on : 
or an expofition of the LXXXV Pfalm, by Mr. Tbomas 
Pierfon, late Re&out of Bromtton Brion, in the county of 
Hereford. London, printed for Philemon Stephens, at the 
Gilded Lyon in Paul's Church-yard, 647 , with a dedication 
by Ch. Harvey to his honoured patron, Sir Robert lI/'hitney, 
knight, and a pofffcript to the Chriftian Reader.* 
v. 4n edition of The Great Charter of the Church. Con- 
tayning a Catalogue of gracious prlviledges granted unto it 
by the King of Heaven : or an expofition ofthe LXXXVII 
Ptîalm. By Mr. Thomas Pierfon, &c. as before, with a 
dedication by Ch. Harvey, to Lady 4nne II/'hitney. 
v. 4n edition of Excellent encouragements again aiions; 
or Expofitions of four fele Pfalmes: the XXVII, 
LXXXIV, LXXXV, and LXXXVII, containing, 
I. David's triumph over dil]reffe. 
. David's heart's defire. 
3" The Churches exercife under ai&ion. 
4- The Great Charter of the Church. 
By the learned and laborious, faithfull and prudent Minifter 
of God's word, Mr. 7"homas Pierfon, late Paeur of Bromp- 
ton-Brlen in the county of H,'roford [Rom. 5- 4- quoted]. 
London, printed by ohn Legatt, for Philemon Stephens ; 
at the gilded Lion in St. Paul's Churcb-yard, raicx.w. 
4to.t 

* In the dedication of this work, Ch. Harvey fays--4nd having 
long ago« put on almofi an obflinat« refdution noyer to rend mine own 
naine to the preffe (except it be, as now I do, to bring to light another 
man's labour). This expreffion tends to flaew that he was the 
writer of other works, but to which he did hOt affix his name. 
- The firfi, fecond, third, fourth, and fifth editions of The S)'na- 
gogue were « printed by T. L. for Philemon 8tephens, at the gilded 
Lion in Paul's Church-yard, 647," who was the publiflaer of the 
three lafi-mentioned works edited by Chriflopher Harvey, from 
which fa&, there can be but little doubt that all the foregoing 
works are by the lame author or editor. 



To n]y 

Reverend Friend, the Author of 
The Synagogue. 

SIR) 
I LOVED you for your Synagogue, before 
I knew your perron ; but now love you more ; 
Becaufe I find 
It is fo true a pi&ure of your mind : 
Which tunes your facred lyre 
To that eternal qulre, 
Where holy tlerbert fits 
(O fhame to profane wits !) 
And fings his and your Anthems, to the praife 
Of Him that is the firf and laft of days. 

Thefe holy Hymns had an Ethereal birth ; 
For they can raire fad fouis above the earth, 
_And fix them there, 
Free from the world's anxieties and fear. 
Herbert and you have power 
To do this: every hour 
I read you kills a fin, 
Or lets a virtue in 
To fight againf it; ad the Holy Ghofl 
Supports my frailties, left the day be loti. 

Thls holy War, taught by your happy pen, 
The Prince of Peace approves. When we poor rnell 
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Neglec"t out arms, 
We are circumvef[ed with a world of harms. 
But I will watch, and ward, 
And f[and upon my guard, 
And ffill con(ult with you 
And Herbert, and renew 
My vows, and fay, IUell fare his, and your heart, 
The fountains of uch acred IUit and lrt. 
IZAAK WALTON. 

q'o the Author. 

H E that doth imitate mut comprehend ; 
Il'erre, Matter, Order, Uit&s, Spirit, SUit ; 
For thefe ail our Church-Poet doth intend, 
And he who hath this Imitation writ. 
O glory of the time! bef Englifh Singer, 
Happy both he the Hand and thou the Finger. 
R. Langford of Gray's-Inn, 
Counfellor of Law. 

To his ingenious Friend, the Author of the 
Synagogue, upon his additional 
Church-Utenfils. 

SIR, 
O the cheap touch-fone's bold 
To queion the more noble gold; 
As I, at your command, 
Put forth my blufhing hand 
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To try thefe raptures, lent to my poor tePc : 
But rince your queftion's, zlre they like the refl . 
I fay they are the bePc: 
That once conceived, the other is confeft. 

But, Sir, now they are here, 
For to prevent a female jeer, 
 Thus much affirm I do, 
They're like the father too; 
And you like him whofe fublime paths you tread, 
Herbert ! to be like whom, who'd not be dead ? 
Herbert ! whom when I read, 
I ftoop at ftars that/bine below my head. 

Herbert.t whofe every ftrain 
TwiPcs holy breafts with happy brain; 
So that who ftrives to be 
As elegant as he 
Muft climb Mount Calvary for Parnaffus' bill, 
And in his Saviour's rides baptize his quill ; 
A ordan fit to inffil 
A faint-like fyle, back'd vith an angel's tkill. 

He was our Solomon, 
And you are our Centurion ; 
Our Temple him we owe, 
Out ,nagogue to you : 
Where if your piety fo much allow 
That firu&ure with thefe ornaments to endow, 
Ail good men will avow, 
Your Synagogue, built belote, is furnifla'd now. 
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SIR, 
I]'HILE I read your lines, methinks I fpy 
'  Churches, and Church-men, and the old Hierarchy : 
What potent charms are thefe ! you have the knack 
To make men young again, and fetch rime back. 
l've lof what was befow'd on udah's prince, 
And am now where I was thrice rive years rince. 
The mid-fpace fhrunk to nothing, manners, men, 
And rimes, and all look juf as they did then. 
Rubbifh and ruin's vanifh'd, every where 
Order and comelinefs afrelh appear. 
What cannot Poets do ? They change with eafe 
The face of things, and lead us as they pleafe. 
Yet here's no fi&ion neither. We may fee 
The Poet, Prophet; his Verfe, HiRory. 

Jan. x, x654. 

.Ao So 



The Synagogue. 
 . Subterliminare. 
IC, cujus emplum ? Cbri. .uis con,tktit ? 
Ede. 
Condidit Herbertus. Dic, quibus auxiliis ? 
4uxiliis multis : quibus, taaud mibi dicere fas efl. 
Wanta efl ex di&is lis oriunda mds. 
Gratia, fl dicam, dedit omnia ; protinus oljat 
Ingenium, dicen«, cunaTa fuirejï, a. 
Ars negat, et nihil ejt non noflrum dicit in illo ; 
Nec facile efl lit«,n «ompojï, ie mi/aL 
Divide : materiam det gratia, materi«ue 
Æn«enium cultus induat, afflue modos. 
Non : ne difpliceat »ariter res omniaus ijta, 
Nec fortita velint jura vocare fua. 
Nempe pari flaijure petunt, cultufue, modofgue, 
Materiamue, ars, et «ratia, et ingenium. 
Er«o, velit fl uis duaitantem tollere elenctaum, 
De Wemplo Herberti talia dira daait. 
In Wemplo Herbertus condendo efl «ratia totus, 
4rs pariter totus, totus et ingenium. 
Cedite Romane, Graiie guoue cedite Mufle ; 
Unum par cunoeis 4nglia jaat opus. 
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e. A Stepping Stone 
To the Threthold of Mr. Heraert's 
 Church-Porch. 
HAT Church is this ? ChriPc's Church. Who 
builded it ? 
Maflcer George H,'rb«rt. Who aflifted it ? 
Many aflifted : xvho I may not fay, 
So much contention lnight arife that way. 
If I t[ty grace gave all; wit ftraight doth thwart, 
And lhys, Ail that is there is naine : but Art 
Denies, and çays, There's nothing there but's naine: 
Nor can I eafily the right define. 
Divide" çay, Grace the marrer gave, and Wit 
Did polifl it: Art meafilred, and ruade fit, 
Each feveral piece, and framed it altogether. 
No, by no means : this may not pleafe them neither. 
None's well contented with a part alone, 
When each doth challenge all to be his oxvn. 
The matter, the expreffions, and the meafures, 
Are equally art's, wit's, and grace's treafures. 
Then he, that would impartially difcut 
This doubtful queflcion, muflt anl\ver thus: 
In building of his Temple, Malter Herbert 
Is equally all grace, all wit, all art. 
Roman and Grecian Mules ail give way : 
One Englifh Poem darkens all your day. 
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 3. The Dedication. 
ORD, my firt fruits thould have been lent 
For thou the tree, [to thee; 
That bare them, only lentet unto me. 
But while I had the utC the fruit was naine : 
Not fo divine 
As that I dare prefume to call it thine. 
Before 't'`vas ripe it fell unto the ground : 
And tince I round 
It bruifed in the dirt, nor clean, nor round. 
Some I have pick'd, and wiped, and bring thee now, 
Lord, thou know'ft how: 
Gladly I would, but dare not it avo'`v. 
Such as it is, 'tis here. Pardon the beft, 
Accept the reft. 
Thy pardon and acceptance maketh bleft. 

 4. The Church-yard. 
HOU that intendet to the Church to day, 
Corne, take a turn, or t,,vo, before thou go'tt, 
In the Churchyard; the walk is in thy way. 
Who takes ber heed in going, hatteth mot: 
But he that unprepared raflaly ventures, 
Hafens perhaps to feal his death's indentures. 
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 5- The Church-Stile. 
EEST thou that flile ? Obferve then how it 
Step after Rep, and equally defcends : [rires, 
Such is the way to xvin CeleRial prizes : 
thunility the courlè begins, and ends. 
Wouldf thou in grace to high perfeions grow ? 
Shoot thy roots deep, ground thy foundations low. 
tlumble thyfelf, and God will lift thee up: 
ThotWthat exalt tbemfelves he caReth down: 
The hungry he invites with him to fup; 
And clothes the naked with his robe and crown. 
Think not thou haflt, what thou from him wouldf 
bave : 
ttis labour's loft, if thou thyfelf canft lave. 
Pride is the prodigality of grace, 
Which cafteth all away by griping all: 
Humility is thrift, both keeps its place, 
And gains by giving, rifeth by its £all. 
To get by giving, and to lofe by keeping, 
Is to be lad in mirth, and glad in weeping. 

 6. The Church-Gate. 
EXT to the file, fee where thegate doth fand, 
Which, turning upon hooks and hinges may 
Eafily be fhut, or open'd with a hand : 
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Yet conftant toits centre Ptill doth Ptay; 
And fetching a wide compafs round about, 
Keeps the faine couffe, and difance, never out. 

Such rouit the courre be that to heaven tends; 
He that the gates of righteouthefs would enter, 
MuR ftill continue conRant to his ends, 
And fix himtèlf in God, as in his centre. 
Cleave clore to him by faith, then mo,èe which xvay 
Diti:retion leads thee, and thou fhalt not Rray. 

We never wander, till we loofe our hold 
Of him that is our way, our light, out guide : 
But, when we grow of our own Ptrength too bold, 
Unhook'd from him, we quickly turn atide. 
He holds us up, whilti in him we are found : 
If once we fall from him, we go to ground. 

 7- The Church-Walls. 
OW view the walls" the Church is com- 
paff'd round, 
As much for fafety, as for ornament : 
'Tis an inclothre, and no common ground ; 
'Tis-God's freehold, and but out tenement. 
Tenants at will, and yet in tail, we be : 
Out children bave the tme right to't as we. 

Remember there mur be no gaps left ope, 
Where God hath fenced, for fear of falfe illufions. 
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God will have ail, or none: allows no fcope 
For fin's encroachments, or men's own intrufions. 
Clore binding locks his Laws together lai}: 
He that plucks out the firR, pulls down the lai}. 

Either re£olve for ail, or elle for none ; 
Obedience univerfal he doth claim. 
Either be wholly his, or all thine oxvn : 
At what thou cani} not reach, at leai} take aire: 
He that of purpofe looks befide the mark, 
Might as well hood-xvink'd thoot, or in the dark. 

 8. The Church. 
ASTLY, confider where the Church doth 
i}and, 
As near unto the middle as may be; 
God in his fervice chiefly doth command 
Above all other things fincerity. 
Lines drawn froln ride to ride within a round, 
Not meeting in the centre, flaort are found. 

Religion mutI not ride with any thing 
That fwerves from God,or eltWwithdraws from him ; 
He that a welcome facrifice would bring, 
MuR fetch it from the bottom, not the brim. 
A facred Temple of the Holy Ghott 
Each part of man mui} be, but his heart moi}. 
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Hypocrify in Church is Alchemy, 
That cafts a golden tin&ure upon brafs : 
There is no effence in it : 'ris a lie, 
Though, fairly l}amp'd, for truth it often pafs: 
Only the fpirits aqua regia doth 
Difcover it to be but painted fioth. 
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 9" The Church-Porch. 
OW, ere thou paffefl: furthcr, lit thee down 
In the Church-porch, and think what thou haft tCn ; 
Let due contideration either crown, 
Or crufh, thy former purpofes. Between 
Rafl undertakings, and firm refolutions, 
Dcpends the Rrength, or weaknefs, of conclufions. 

Trace thy Reps backward in thy memory : 
And firR refolve of, what thou heardeR lai't, 
8incerity ; It blots the hitory 
Of ail re]igious a&ions, and dotla blaft 
The comfort of them, when in them God fees 
Nothing but outfides of formalities. 

In earneR be religious, trifle not; 
And rather for God's fake, than for thine own : 
Thou haR robb'd him, unlefs that he bave got 
By givi'ng, if his glory be hot grown 
Together with thy good: who feeketh more 
Himfelf than God, would make his roof his floor. 
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Ne×t to fincerity, remember lqill, 
Thou muP refolve upon integrity. 
God will have all thou haP, thy mind, thy will, 
Thy thoughts, thy words, thy works. A nullity 
It proves, when God, that lhould have all, doth find 
That there is any one thing left behind. 

And having given him ail, thou mufle receive 
Ail that he gives. Meet his Conamandment: 
Refolve that thine obedience mur hot leave, 
Until it reach Ul'lto the faine extent. 
For ail his Precepts are of equal ttrength, 
And meafure thy performance to the length : 

Then call to mind that conPancy muP knit 
Thine undertakings and thine ac'-tions rapt: 
He that rets forth towards heaven, and doth fit 
Down by the way, xvill be round thort at laP. 
Be conPant to the end, and thou thalt bave 
A heavenly garland, though an earthly grave. 

But he that would be conlqant, mulq not take 
Religion up by fits, and Parts alone ; 
But his continual pra&ice muPc it make: 
I tis courre muP be from end to end but one. 
Bones often broken, and knit up again, [gain. 
Lofe of their length, though in their Pcrength they 

LaPdy, remember that Humility 
Muf folidate, and keep all clore together. 
What pride puffs up with vain futility, 
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Lies open and expofed to ail ill weather. 
An empty bubble may fair colours carry ; 
But blow upon it, and it ,`viii not tarry. 
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Prize not thine own too high, nor under-rate 
Another's v¢orth ; but deal indifferently : 
Viev¢ the defe&s of thy tiritual fate, 
And other's graces, with impartial eye. 
The more thou deemeçt of thylCf, the lefs 
Efeem of thee will ail men elle exprefs. 

Contra& thy leffon now, and this is jutl: 
The fl.llll of ail. tic that dcfires to fee 
The face of God, in lais Religion muf 
Sincere, entire, conçcant, and humble be. 
If thus refolved, fear hot to proceed : [fpeed. 
Elle the more halle thou makef[, the worfe thou'lt 

 I o. Church-Utenfils. 
ETWIXT two dangerous rocks, Profane- 
nefs on 
The one ride, on the other SuperPdtion, 
How t'hall I £ail fecure ? 
Lord, be my feerfman, hold lny helm, 
And then though winds with waves o'erwhelln 
My fails, I ",vill endure 
It patiently. The bottom of the fea 
Is fafe enough, if thou dire& the way. 
X 
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l'll tug my tacklings then, l'll ply mine oars, 
And cry, A fig for £ear. He that adores 
The giddy multitude 
So much, as to defpife my rhymes, 
Becaufe they tune hot to the times, 
I ",villa may hot intrude 
His prefence here. But they (and that's enough) 
Who love God's houle, will like his houfehold uff. 

  . The Font. 
HE Font, I fay. \Vhy hOt ? And why not'near 
To the Church door ? Why hOt of one ? 
Is not that bleflC fountain open'd here, 
From whence that water flows alone, 
Which from fin and uncleannefs wafleth clear ? 

And may not beggars well contented be 
Their firt altos at the door to take ? 
Though, when acquainted better, they may fee 
Others within that bolder make. 
Low places will ferve guefts of low degree. 

What ? Is he not the rock, out of whofe ride 
Thofe Rreams of xvater-blood run forth ? 
The ele& and precious corner-one well tried 
Though the odds be great between their worth, 
Rock-water and one veffels are allied. 
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But call it what, and place it where you will : 
Let it be ruade indifferently 
Of any form, or matter ; yet, until 
The bleffed Sacrament thereby 
hnpaired be, my hopes you thall hot kill. 

To want a complement of comelineçs 
Some of my comfort nay abate, 
And for the prefent make my joy go lefs : 
Yet I will hug mine homely ?tare, 
And poverty with patience richly drel. 

Regeneration is ail in ail, 
Walhing, or t]rinkling, but the tign, 
The feal, and inflrument thereof; I call 
The one, as well as the other, mine, 
And my poierity's, as fcderal. 

If temporal ePcates may be convey'd, 
By covenants on condition, 
To men, and to their heirs; be hot afraid, 
My foui, to re?c upon 
The covenant of grace by mercy ruade. 

Do but thy duty, and rely upon't, 
Repentance, faith, obedience, 
Whenever prac°tifed truly, will amount 
To an authentic evidence, 
Though the deed were antedated at the Font. 
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 I2. The R7ading-Pew. 
ERE mynew enter d foul doth firft break faR, 
Here featbneth ber infant tarte, 
And at her mother-nurfe, the Church's dugs 
With labouring lips and tongue fle tugs, 
For that fincere milk, which alone doth feed 
Babes new-born of immortal feed : 
Who, that they may unto perfe&ion grow, 
Mut be content to creep before they go. 

They, that would reading out of Church exclude, 
Sure have a purpofe to obtrude 
Some di&ates of their own, inftead of God's 
Revealed Will, his Word. 'Tis odds, 
They do hOt mean to pay men current coin, 
Who feek the ftandard to purloin, 
And would reduce all trials to their oxvn, 
But touch-ftones, balances, and weights, alone. 

What reafonable man would hOt mifdoubt 
Thofe Comments, that the text leave out ? 
And that their main intent is alteration, 
Who dote fo much on variation, 
That no (et Forms at ail they can endure 
To be prefcribed, or put in ure ? 
Reje(ting bounds and limits is the way, 
If not ail wa([e, yet common ail to lay. 
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But why fhould he, that thinks himfelf well grown, 
Be difcontent that fuch a one, 
As knows himfelf an infant yet, flaould be 
Dandled upon his mother's knee, 
And babe-like fed with ,nilk, till he have got 
More ftrength and fto,nach ? Why thould hot 
Nurflings in Church, as well as weanlings, find 
Their food fit for them in their proper kind. 

Let them that would build caries in the air, 
Vatllt thither, without tlep or ttair ; 
Inflcead of feet to climb, take wings to fly, 
And think their turrets top the tky. 
But let me lay all my foundations deep, 
And learn, before I run, to creep. 
Who digs through Rocks to lay hisground-works low, 
May in good time build high, and lhre, though flow. 

To take degrees, perfaltum, though of quick 
Difpatch, is but a truant's trick. 
Let us learn firft to know our letters well, 
Then fyllables, then words to fpell ; 
Then to read plainly, ere ,,ve take the pen 
In hand to write to other men. 
I doubt their preaching is not always true, 
XVhofe way to the Pulpit's not the reading Pew. 
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  3. The Book ofConlmon Prayer. 
HAT Prayer by the book ? and Common ? 
Yes. Why not? 
The fpirit of grace, 
And filpplication, 
Is hot left ri-ce alone 
For time and place; 
But manner too. To read, or fpeak by rote, 
Is all alike to him that prays 
With's heart, that with lais mouth he fays. 

They that in private by themfelves alone 
Do pray, rnay take 
\¥hat liberty they pleafe, 
In choofing of the ways, 
\Vherein to make 
Their tbul's mo intimate affections known 
To him that fees in fecret, xvhen 
They are mo conceal'd from other men. 

But he, that unto others leads the xvay 
In public prayer, 
Should choofe to do it fo, 
As ail, that hear, may knoxv 
They need not fear 
To tune their hearts unto his tongue, and fay 
Amen; nor doubt they xvere betray'd 
To blat]aheme, when they thould bave pray'd. 
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Devotion will add lire unto the letter. 
And why fhould not 
That, which Authority 
Pretribes, etteemed be 
_Advantage got ? 
If the Prayer be good, the commoner, the better. 
Prayer in the Church's words, as well 
As tCtC of all prayers bears the bell. 

  4. The Bible. 
HE Bible ? That's the Book. The Book in- 
The Book of Books ; [deed, 
On which who looks, 
As he thould do, aright, thall never need 
With for a better light 
To guide him in the night : 

Or, when he hungry is, for better food 
To feed upon, 
Than this alone, 
If he bring ttomach and digettion good : 
And if he be alnit, 
This the bett Phyfic is. 

The true Panchretton 'tis for every tbre 
And ficknefs, which 
The poor, and rich 
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With equal eatWmay corne by. Yea, 'ris more, 
An antidote, as well 
As remedy 'gaintt Hell. 

'Tis heaven in pert]3e&ive, and the blifs 
Of glory here, 
If any where, 
By Saints on Earth anticipated is, 
Whilt faith to every word 
A being doth afford. 

It is the Looking-glat of louis, wherein 
Ail men may fee, 
Whether they be 
Still, as by nature they are, deform'd with fin; 
Or in a better cafe, 
As new adorn'd with grace. 

'Tis the great Magazine of fpiritual arms, 
Wherein doth lie 
The artillery 
Of heaven, ready charged againt ail harms, 
That might come by the blows 
Of our infernal foes. 

God's Cabinet of reveal'd counfel 'tis : 
Where weal and woe 
Are order'd fo, 
That every man may know which fliall be his; 
Unlet his own miftake 
Falfe application make. 
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It is the Index to Eternity. 
He cannot mifs 
Of" endlefs blifs, 
That takes this chart to (teer his voyage by. 
Nor can he be mi(took, 
That fpeaketh by this Book. 
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A Book, to which no Book may be compared 
For excellence ; 
Pre-eminence 
Is proper to it, and cannot be lhared. 
Divinity alone 
Belongs to it, or none. 

It is the Book of God. What if I fhould 
Say, God of Books ? 
Let him that looks 
Angry at that expreflion, as too bold, 
His thoughts in filence finother, 
Till he find fuch another. 

' 1 5- The Pulpit. 
IS dinner time : and now I look 
For a full meal. God rend me a good Cook: 
This is the dreffer-board, and here 
I wait in expe&ation of good cheer. 
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I'm fure the MaPer of the houle 
Enough to entertain his guePs allows : 
And not enough of £ome one fort alone, 
I:ut choice of what bePc fitteth every one. 

God grant me ta(e and omach good : 
My feeding ,`vill divertify my food; 
'Tis a good appetite to eat, 
And good digetion, that makes good meat. 
The ber food ira itfclf ,,viii be, 
Not fed on well, poilbn, hOt food, to me. 
Let him that fpeaks look to his v«ords ; my ear 
/luft carefirl be, both what and how I hear. 

'Tis Malzlza that I look for here, 
The bread of Heaven, Angels' food. I fear 
No want ofplenty, where I know 
The loaves by eating, more and greater, grow; 
Where nothing but forbearance makes 
A famine ; where he only wants, that takes 
Not what he will; provided that he would 
Take nothing to himfelf, but what he (hould. 

Here the faine fountain poureth forth 
Water, Wine,/lilk, Oil, Honey, and the worth 
Of all tranfcendent, infinite 
Ira excellence, and to each appetite 
In fitnefs anfwerable; tb 
That none needs hence unçatisfied go, 
Whofe Romach ferres him unto any thing, 
That health, flcrength, comfort, or content can bring. 
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Yea, dead men here invited are 
Unto the bread of lire, and whilft they t]3are 
To corne and take it, they mu(t blame 
Themfelves, if they continue ftill the la,ne. 
The body's fed by food, which it 
Affimilates, and to itfelf doth fit : 
But, that the tbul inay feed, itt'elf,nuft be 
Transformed to the Word, with it agree. 

To milk the ftrongeft men rllulq; be 
As new borll babes, whenever they it tèe, 
Detiring, not det'pifing it. 
For frong ineat babes muf Pcay, and frive to fit 
Themtèlves in tilne, until they can 
Get by degrees (which bef befeem a man) 
Experience-exercifed tCfes, able 
Good to difcern from evil, truth from fable. 
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Here I will xvait then; till I fee 
The feward reaching out a mers for me : 
Retolve I'll take it thankfully, 
Whate'er it be, and feed on't heartily. 
Although no BeJj«mhz's choice ,ne(s, 
Five times as much as others, but far lefs; 
Yea, if it be but a balket full of crumbs, 
l'll blefs the hand, from xvhich, by which, it co,nes. 

Like an invited gueft, I will 
Be bold, but mannerly v«ithal, lit ftill 
And fee what the Malter of the feaft 
Will carve unto me, and account that ber 
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Which he doth choofe for me, not I 
Myfelf defire : yea, though I (hould efpy 
Some fault in the dre(fing, in the di(hing, or 
The placing, yet I will hot it abhor. 

So that the meat be wholefome, though 
The fauce flaall not be toothfome, I'II not go 
Empty away, and tlarve lny foul, 
To feed lny foolilh fancy; but control 
My appetite to dainty things, 
Which oft inftead of ftrength ditCfes brings : 
But, if my Pulpit-hopes flall all prove vain, 
l'Il back unto the reading Pew again. 

 1 6. The Communion Table. 
ERE ftands my banquet ready, the laft courre, 
And ber provifion, 
That I muft feed upon, 
Till death my foul and body thall divorce, 
And that I am 
Call'd to the marriage-fupper of the Lamb. 

Some call't the Altar, fome the holy Table. 
The naine I tIick not at, 
Whether't be this, or that, 
I care llOt llluch, fo that I lnay be able 
Truly to know 
Both why it is, and may be called tb. 
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And for the matter whereof it is ruade, 
The marrer is not much, 
Although it be of tuch, 
Or wood, or metal, what will lat, or fade ; 
So vanity 
And fuperftition avoided be. 

Nor would it trouble me to fee it round 
Of any falhion, 
That can be thought upon, 
Square, oval, lnany-angled, long, or round: 
If clore it be, 
Fix'd, open, moveable, all's one to me. 

_And yet, methinks, at a Communion 
In uniformity 
There's greateft decency, 
And that which maketh mort for union : 
But needlefsly 
To vary, tends to the breach of charity. 

Yet, rather than I'll give, I will not take 
Offence, if it be given, 
So that I be not driven 
To thwart authority, a party make 
For fa&ion, 
Or ride, but feemingly, in the a&ion. 

At a Communion I wilh I might 
Have no caufe to fufpe& 
Any, the leaft, defe& 

37 
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Of unity and peace, either in fight 
Apparently, 
Or in men's hearts concealed fecretly. 

That, which ordained is to make men one, 
More than before they were, 
Should not itfelf appear, 
Though but appear, ditincly divers. None 
Too much can fee 
Of what, when lnOft, yet but enough can be. 

Ifothers xvill ditIènt, and vary, xvho 
Canhelpit? Iflmay, 
As hath been donc alway, 
By the hein, and mort; I will myfelf do fo. 
Of one accord 
The fervants flaould be of one God, one Lord. 

 x7. Communion Plate. 
EVER was gold, or filver, graced thus 
Belote. 
To bri,ag this body, and this blood, to us 
Is more 
Than to crown Kings, 
Or be made rings, 
For ftar-like diamonds to glitter in. 
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No precious ftones are meet to match this bread 
Divine. 
Spirits of pearls diffolved would but dead 
This wine. 
This heavenly food 
Is too too good 
To be compared to any earthly thing. 

For fuch ineftimable treafiare can 
There be 
Veffels too coftly ruade by any man ? 
Sure he 
That knows the meat 
So good to eat, 
Would wih to iC it richly iCved in. 

Although 'tis true, that çanc"tity's hOt tied 
To Rate, 
Yet ihre Religion flaould hot be envied 
The çate 
Of meaner worth, 
To be iC forth 
As beft becomes the fervice of a King. 

A King unto whoiWcrois all Kings mufle vail 
Their crowns, 
And at his beck in their full couriWftrike iiil : 
Whofe frowns 
And fmiles give date 
Unto their f-are, 
And doom them, either unto weal, or woe. 



32o 7elle S1/'N./1G O G U E. 
A King, whofe will is jufrice : and whofe word 
Is power, 
And wifdom both. A King, whom to afford 
An hour 
Of çervice truly 
Perform'd, and duly, 
Is to befpeak eternity of blifs. 

When fuch a King oflèrs to corne to me 
As food, 
Shall I thppotWhis carriages can be 
Too good ? 
No: Stars to gold 
Turn'd, never could 
Be rich enough to be employed fo. 

If I might with then, I xvould have this bread, 
This veine, 
Veffel'd in what the Sun might blulh to flaed 
His flaine, 
¥hen he flaould fee: 
But, till that be, 
I'll reft contented with it, as it is. 

 1 8. Church-Officers. 
TAY. Oflîcers in Church ? Take heed : it is 
A tender matter to be touch'd. 
If I chance to fay any thing amifs, 
Which is not fit to be avouch'd, 
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I mufit expec xvhole çwarms of wafps to fiting me, 
Few, or no bees, honey or wax, to bring me. 

Some would have none in Church do any thing 
As Otficers, but gifted men; 
Others into the number more would bring, 
Than I fee warrant for: So then, 
Ail that I fay, 'tis like, will cenlhred be, 
Through prejudice, or partiality. 

But 'tis no lnatter ; If men cenfure n'le, 
They but my fellow £ervants are: 
Our Lord allows us all like liberty. 
I write, mine own thoughts to declare, 
Not to pleafe men : and, if I dit]Meafe any, 
I will not care, fo they be of the Many. 

 x9. The Sexton. 
HE Church's key-keeper opens the door, 
And fhuts it, fweeps the floor, 
Rings bells, digs graves, and fills them up again ; 
Ail Emblems unto men, 
Openly owning Chrifitianity, 
To mark, and learn many good leffons by. 

O thou that hafit the key of Davi, t, who 
Open'fit and flauttefit fo, 
That none can fhut or open after thee, 
Vouchfafe thyfelf to be 
Y 
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Our foul's door-keeper, by thy bleffed fpirit : 
The lock and key's thy mercy, hot out merit. 

Cleanfe thou our fin-foiled fouls flolll the 
Of every noifome luflc, 
Brought in by the foui feet of our affe&ions : 
The befom of afHi&ions, 
With the bleflîng of thy fpirit added to it, 
If thou be pleafed to fay it lhall, will do it. 

dirt and 
[duçt 

Lord, ringing changes all our bells hath marr'd, 
Jangled they have, and jarr'd 
So long, they're out of tune, and out of frame, 
They feem hOt now the faine. 
Put them in frame anew, and once begin 
To tune them fo, that they may chime all in. 

Let all our fins be buried in thy grave, 
No longer rant and rave, 
As they have done, to out eternal flaame, 
And the fcandal of thy naine. 
Let's as door keepers in thine houle attend, 
Rather than the throne of wickednefs afcend. 

 20. The Clerk. 
HE Church's Bible-Clerk attends 
Her Utenfils, and ends 
Her Prayers with Amen ; 
Tunes Pfalms, and to the Sacralnents 
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Brings in the Elements, 
And takes them out again ; 
Is hulnble lninded, and induftrious handed, 
Doth nothing of himlCf, but as commanded. 

Ail that the Veffels of the Lord 
Do bear with one accord 
i%lutt ttudy to be pure, 
As they are : if his holy eye 
Do any fpot efpy, 
He cannot it endure; 
But lnOtt expeeth to be fanc'-tified 
In thofe corne nearett him, and glorified. 

Plàhns then are always tuned beft, 
When there is moft expreft 
The holy Penman's heart : 
Ail Mufic is but difcord where 
That wants, or doth not bear 
The firft and chiefeft part. 
Voices, without affec'-tions anfxverable, 
When beft, to God are moft abominable. 
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Though in the bleflC Sacraments 
The outvard Elements 
Are but as hutks and fhells ; 
Yet he that knows the kernel's worth, 
If even thofe rend forth 
8ome Aromatic fmells, 
Will not efteem it wafte, left, Judas-like, 
Through Mary's ride he Chrift himfelf thould lhike. 
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Lord, without whom we cannot tell 
How to fpeak or think, well, 
Lend us thy helping hand, 
That what we do may pleafing be, 
Not to ourfelves but thee, 
And anfwer thy command : 
So that, hOt ,,ve alone, but thou mayft fay 
Amen to ail our prayers, pray'd the right way. 

 2 I. The Overfeer of the Poor. 
HE Church's Almoner takes care, that none 
In their neceffity 
Shall unprovided be 
Of maintenance, or employment ; thotWalone, 
Whom carelefs Idlenefs, 
Or riotous excefs, 
Condemns to needlefs want, he leaves to be 
Chaften'd a while by their own poverty. 

Thou gracious Lord, rich in thyfelf, dort give 
To all men liberally, 
Upbraiding none. Thine eye 
Is open upon all. In thee '`ve live, 
V¢e move, and ]lave our being : 
But there is more than feeing. 
For the poor with thee : they are thy fpecial charge ; 
To them thou dort thine heart and hand enlarge. 
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Four forts ofpoor there are, with whom thou deal'Pc. 
Though always differently, 
With fuch indifferency, 
That none bath reafon to complain : thou heal'Pc 
All thofe whom thou doft wound : 
If there be any round 
Hurt by themfelves, thou leaveft them to endure 
The pain, till the pain render them fit for cure. 

Some iii the world are poor, but rich in faith : 
Their outward poverty 
A plentiful thpply 
Of inward comforts and contentments hath. 
And their ePcate is blePc, 
In this above the rePc, 
It was thy choice, whilt thou on earth didPc Pcay, 
And hadPc hot whereupon thy head to lay. 

Some poor in fpirit iii the world are rich, 
Although not many thch: 
And no nlan needs to grut¢h 
Their happinefs, who to maintain that pitch, 
Have a hard tatk in hand, 
Nor eafily can withftand 
The frong temptations that attend on riches : 
Mountains are more expofed to ftorms than ditches. 

Sonle rich in the world are fpiritually poor, 
And dePcitute of grace, 
Who may perchance have place 
Iii the Church upon earth ; but heaven's door 
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Too narrow is to adroit 
Such camels in at it, 
Till they fell all they have, that field to buy, 
Wherein the truc treafure doth hidden lie. 

Some fpiritually poor, and de/itute 
Of grace in the world are poor, 
Begging from door to door, 
Accurfed both in God's and man's repute, 
Till by their mi£eries 
Tutor'd they learn to prize 
Hungering and thirting after righteoufnefs, 
\¥hilI they're on earth, their greatet happinefs. 

Lord, make me poor in fpirit, and relieve 
Me how thou wilt thyfelf, 
No xvant of xvorldly pelf 
Shall make me ditontented, fret and grieve. 
I know thine altos are bet : 
But, above all the refl, 
Condemn me not unto the hell of riches, 
Without thy grace to countercharm the xvitches. 

 22. The Church-Warden. 
HE Church's guardian takes care to keep 
Her buildings always in repair, 
Unwilling that any decay thould creep 
On them, before he is aware. 
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Nothing defaced, 
Nothing difplaced 
He likes; but mort doth long and love to fee 
The living titanes order'd as they flmuld be. 
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Lord, thou not only thpervifor art 
Of all our works, but in all thofe, 
Which we dare own, thine is the chiefeft part ; 
For there is none of us, that knows 
How to do well ; 
Nor can we tell 
What we flmuld do, unlefs by thee direc"ted : 
It prot]?ers hot that's by ourfelves proje&ed. 

That which xve think ourfelves to mend, xve lnar, 
And often lnake it ten times worfe : 
Reforming of Religion by war 
Is the chylnic blefling of a curfe. 
Great odds it is 
That xve thall lnifs 
Of what we looked for: Thine ends cannot 
By any but by thine own means be got. 

'Tis ftrange we fo much dote upon our own 
Deformity, and others fcorn : 
As if ourfelves xvere beautiful alone ; 
When that xvhich did us ,no adorn 
We purpofely 
Choofe to lay by, 
Such decency and order, as did place us 
In higheft efteem, and guard as xvcll as grace us. 
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Is hOt thy daughter glorious withîn, 
When clothed in needle-work without ? 
Or is't not rather both their flaame and fin, 
That change her robe into a clout, 
Too narrow, and 
Too thin, to ftand 
Her need in any ftead, much lefs to be 
An ornament fit for her high degree ? 

Take pity on her, Lord, and heal her breaches ; 
Clothe ail ber enemies with flame : 
Ail the defpite that's done unto ber reaches 
To the diflonour of thy naine. 
Make all her fons 
Rich precious ftones, 
To flfine each of them in his proper place, 
Receiving of thy fulnefs grace for grace. 

. 2 3- Thc Deacon. 
HE Deacon! That's the Minifter. 
True, taken generally ; 
And without any finifter 
Intent, utC fpecially, 
He's purpofely ordained to Minifter, 
In facred things, to another officer. 

At whotWappointment, in whofe ftead, 
He doth what he flould do, 
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In fome things, hOt in all : is led 
By Law, and cufom too. 
Where that doth neither bid, nor forbid, he 
Thinks this thfficient authority : 

Loves not to vary, when he fees 
No great neceflîty ; 
To what's commanded he agrees, 
With all hu,nility ; 
Knowing how highly God fubmiffion prizes, 
PleatC with obedience more than t:acrifices. 

Lord, thou didtt of thyfelf profefs 
Thou waf as one that ferved, 
And freely choofett to go lefs, 
Though none fo much deferved. 
With what face can we then refufe to be 
Enter'd thy fervants in a low degree ? 

Thy way to exaltation 
Was by humility; 
But we, proud generation, 
No difference of degree 
In holy orders will allow, nay, more, 
All holy orders would turn out of door. 

But, if thy precept cannot do't, 
To make us humbly ferve, 
Nor thy example added to't, 
If ttill from both we fwerve, 
Let none of us proceed, till he can tell, 
How to ufe the office of a Deacon well. 
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Which by the bleffing of thy fpirit, 
Whom thou haft left to be 
Thy Vicar here, we may inherit, 
And minier to thee, 
Though not fo well as thou mayçt well expec'-t, 
Yet fo, as thou wilt pleafed be to accept. 

 24-. The PrieR. 
HE Prie I fay, the Prefbyter, I mean, 
As now-a-days he's call'd 
By many men: but I choofe to retain 
The name wherewith intall'd 
He was at firflc in our own mother tongue : 
And doing fo, I hope, I do no wrong. 

The Priera, I fay, 's a middle Oflqcer, 
Betveen the Biflop and 
The Deacon; as a middle offerer, 
Which in the Church doth and 
Between God and the people, ready preff'd 
In the behalf of both to do lais befL 

From him to them offers the promifes 
Of mercy which he makes ; 
For them to him doth ail their faults confiefs, 
Their prayers and praitès takes ; 
And offers for them, at the throne of grace, 
Contentedly attending his own place. 
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The Word and Sacraments, the means of grace, 
He duly doth dit]3entê, 
The flouriihes of faltCood to deface, 
With truth's clear evidence ; 
And fin's ufurped tyranny fupprefs, 
By advancing righteouthefs, and holinet. 

The public cenfures of the Church he fees 
To execution brought : 
But nothing raflaly of himfelf decrees, 
Nor covets to be thought 
WitC than his fuperiors ; whom ahvays 
He acively, or paflively, obeys. 

Lord Jefus, thou the Mediator art 
Of the new Teflcament, 
And fully didflc perform thy double part 
Of God and man, when tnt 
To reconcile the world, and to atone 
'Twixt it and heaven, of two making one. 

Yea, after the order of Melchifedeck, 
Thou art a Prier for ever. 
With perfe& righteouthet thyfelf doflc deck, 
Such as decayeth never. 
Like to thytCf make all thy Prie9cs on earth, 
Bleff'd fathers to thy fons of the fecond birth. 

Thou cameR to do the will of him that lent thee, 
And didflt his honour tCk 
More than thine own : xvell may it then repent thee, 
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Being thyfelf fo meek, 
To have admitted them into the place 
Of fons, that feek their fathers to difgrace. 

Lord, grant that the abufe may be reform'd, 
Before it ruin bring 
Upon thy poor defpiçed Church, transform'd 
As if 'twere no fuch thing : 
Thou that the God of order art, and peace, 
Make curfed confufion and contention ceafe. 

 2 5. The Bil0nop. 
HE Bilhop? Yes, xvhy not? 
Import that is unlawful, or unfit ? 
To fay the Overfeer is the lame 
In fubftance, and no hurt, I hope, in it: 
But fure if men did hot defpife the thing, 
Such fcorn upon the naine they would not fling. 

What doth 
[that name 

Some Priefts, fome Prefbyters, I mean, xvould be 
Each Overfeer of his feveral cure; 
But one Superior, to overfee 
Them altogether, they will hot endure : 
This the main difference is, that I can fee, 
Biflmps they would hot have, but they would be. 

But who can flaow of old that ever any 
Prefbyteries xvithout their Biflaops were: 
Though Bifhops without Pretbyteries many, 
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At fir muff needs be, almoff every where ? 
That Prefbyters from Bifllops firff aro£e, 
To affi them, 's probable, not the£e ri'oin tho£e. 
However, a true Bifllop I effeem 
The higheff Officer the Church on earth 
Can have, as proper to it£elf, and deem 
A Church without one an imperfe& birth, 
If conituted fo at firff, and maim'd, 
If whom it had, it afterwards di£claim'd. 

Ail order firflt from unity arifeth, 
And the effence of it is fubordination : 
Whoever this conterons, and that defpilêth, 
May talk of, but intends not, reformation. 
'Tis not of God, of Nature, or of Art, 
To afcribe to all what's proper to one part. 

To rule and to be ruled are diffin&, 
And £everal duties, £everally belong 
To feveral perlons, can no more be link'd 
In altogether, than amidflt the throng 
Of rude unruly parlions, in the heart, 
Rea£on can fee to a& lier fovereign part. 

But a good Bifhop, as a tender father, 
Doth teach and rule the Church, and is obey'd ; 
And reverenced by it, fo much the rather, 
By how much he delighted more to lead 
Ail by his own. example in the way, 
Than punifh any, when they go afltray. 
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Lord, thou the Bithop, and chier Shepherd, art 
Of all that flock, which thou hape purchafed 
With thine own blood : to them thou dope impart 
The benefits which thou haçt mefited, 
Teaching, and ruling, by thy bleffed Spirit, 
Their tbuls in grace, till glory they inherit : 

The Pears which thou doPe hold in thy right hand, 
The Angels of the Churches, Lord, dire& 
Clearly thy holy will to underCtand, 
And do accordingly : Let no defe& 
Nor fault, no hOt in our new politics, 
Provoke thee to relnove our candle-peicks ; 

But let thy Urim and thy Thumnaim be 
Garments of praitè to adorn thine holy ones : 
Light and perfe&ion let ail men tèe 
Brightly thine forth in thotè rich precious Peones ; 
Of whom thou wilt make a foundation, 
To raitè thy new Hierutàlem upon. 

And, at the brightnefs of its rifing, let 
All nations with thy people thout for joy : 
Salvation for walls and bulwarks tèt 
About it, that nothing may it annoy. 
Then the whole world thy Diocefs flaall be, 
And Biflops all but Suffragans to Thee. 
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 26. Church Fetivals. 
ARROW of time, Eternity in brief 
Compendiums Epitomized, the chier 
Contents, the Indices, the Title-pages 
Of all pa?c, prefent, and fimceeding ages, 
Sublimate graces, antidated glories, 
The cream of holinefs, 
The inventories 
Of future bleffednefs, 
The Florilegia of celeial flcories, 
Spirits ofjoys, the relithes and clofes 
Of Angels' mutic, pearls diffolved, rofes 
Perfumed, fugar'd honey-combs, delights 
Never too highly prized, 
The marriage rites, 
Which duly folemnized 
Uther efpoufed tbuls to bridal nights, 
Gilded fun-beams, refined Elixirs, 
And quinteffential extra&s of ars: 
Who loves hOt you, doth but in vain profefs 
That he loves God, or heaven, or happinefs. 

AI 7" 
Holy 
King of days, 

The 

Sabbath, or Lord's Day. 
Vail 
Wholly 
To thy praitC 
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The Emperor, 
Or Univerfal [week's 
Monarch of time, the 
Perpetual DiCtator. 
Thy 
Beauty 
Far exceeds 
The reach of art, 
To blazon fully ; 
And I thy light eclipfe, 
When I moflcflcrive to raife 
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[thee. 

XVhat 
Nothing 
Elle can be, 
Thou only art; 
The extraCted fpirit 
Of ail Eternity, 
By favour antedated. 
O 
That I 
Could lay by 
This body fo, 

For evermore 
Mu9c the rehearçal 
Ofall, that honour feeks, 
Under the world's Crea- 
My [tor. 
Duty 
Yet mu9c needs 
Yield thee mine heart, 
And that not dully : 
Spirits of fouls, not lips 
Alone, are fit to praife 

[thee. 

That 
Slow thing 
Time by thee 
Hath got the flcart, 
_And doth inherit 
That immortality 
Which fin anticipated. 

That my foul lnight be 
Incorporate with thee, 
And no more to fix days oxve. 
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28. The Annunciation, or 
 Lady-Day. 
INTO the mufic of the £pheres 
Let men, and Angels, join in concert theirs. 
So great a meffenger 
From heaven to earth 
Is £eldom feen, 
Attired in fo much glory ; 
A meffage welcomer, 
Fraught with more mirth, 
Hath never been 
Subie& of any ftory : 
This by a double right, if any, may 
Be truly ftyled the world's birth-day. 

The making of the world ne'er coft 
So dear, by much, as to redeem it loft. 
God laid but, Let it be, 
And every thing 
Was made ftraightway, 
So as he faw it good : 
But ere that he could £ee 
A couffe to bring 
Man gone aftray 
To the place where he ftood, 
His wifdom with his mercy, for man's fake, 
Againft his juftice part did take. 
Z 
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And the refult was this day's news 
Able the meffenger himfelf to amufe, 
As well as her, to xvhom 
By him '.twas told, 
That though he xvere 
A Virgin pure, and knew 
No man, yet in her womb 
A fon (he flaould 
Conceive and bear, 
As fure as God was true. 
Such high place in his favour he poilCl'd, 
Being among all women blelFd. 

But bletFd efpecially in this, 
That fle believed, and for eternal blifs 
Relied on him, whom fle 
Herfelf thould bear, 
And her own fon 
Took for her Saviour. 
And if there any be, 
That when they hear, 
As fhe had done, 
Suit their behaviour, 
They may be bleffed, as fhe was, and fay, 
'Tis their Annunciation-day. 
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2 9. The Nativity, or Chrittmas- 
 Day. 
NFOLD thy face, unmafk thy ray, 
Shine forth bright fun, double the day. 
Let no malignant miRy fume, 
Nor foggy vapour, once prefume 
To interpole thy perle& fight 
This day, which makes us love thy liglt 
For ever better, that we could 
That bleffed obje& once behold, 
Which is both the circumference, 
And centre of ail excellence: 
Or rather neither, but a treafure 
Unconfined without meafure, 
Whofe centre, and circumference, 
Including ail pre-eminence, 
Excluding nothing but defe&, 
And infinite in each refpe&, 
Is equally both here and there, 
And now, and then, and every where, 
And always, one, himfelf, the lame, 
A being far above a naine. 
Draw nearer then, and freely pour 
Forth ail thy light into that hour, 
Which was crowned with his birth, 
And made heaven envy earth. 
Let hot his bîrth-day clouded be, 
By whom thou thineR, and we fee. 
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3 o. The Circumcifion, or New- 
 Year's Day. 
ORROW betide my fins ! Muflt finart fo foon 
Seize on my Saviour's tender flefla fcarce grown 
Unto an eighth day's age ? 
Can nothing elle affuage 
The wrath of heaven, but his infant-blood ? 
Innocent infant, infinitely good! 

Is this thy welcome to the world, great God ! 
No fooner born, but fubje6t to the rod 
Of fin-incenfed wrath ? 
Alas, xvhat pleafure hath 
Thy Father's jufltice to begin thy paflion, 
Allnot°t together with thine incarnation ? 

Is it to antedate thy death ? To indite 
Thy condemnation himfelf, and write 
The copy with thy blood, 
Since nothing is fo good ? 
Or, is't by this experiment to try, 
Whether thou beeflt born mortal, and canflt die ? 

If man muflt needs draw blood of God, yet why 
Stays he not till thy time be corne to die ? 
Didflt thou thus early bleed 
For us to flov what need 
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We have to haften unto thee as fart; 
And learn that ail the time is loft that's paff'd ? 
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'Tis true, we flaould do : Yet in this blood 
There's fomething elfe, that muft be undcrfl:ood ; 
It feals thy covenant, 
That fo we may hOt want 
Witnefs enough againft thee, that thou art 
Made fubjec"t to the Law, to ac"t out part. 
The facrament of thy regeneration 
It cannot be; it gives no intimation 
Of what thou wert, but we: 
Native ilnpurity ; 
Original corruption, was not thine, 
But only as thy righteoufiaefs is mine. 

In holy Baptifm this is brought to me, 
As that in Circumcifion was to thee: 
So that thy lors and pain 
Do prove my joy and gain. 
Thy Circumcifion writ thy death in blood : 
Baptifm in water feals my livelihood. 

O bleffed change! Yet, rightly underftood, 
That blood was water, and this water's blood. 
What t'hall I give again, 
To recompentè thy pain ? 
Lord, take revenge upon me for this fmart : 
To quit thy fore-fkin, circulncife my heart. 
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3 Io The Epiphany, or Twelfth- 
 Day. 
REAT, without controverfy great, 
They that do know it will confefs 
The myRery of godlinefs ; 
Whereof the Gofpel doth intreat. 

God in the fleth is manifeR, 
And that which hath for ever been 
Invifible, lnay now be feen, 
The eternal deity new drett. 

Angels to flaepherds brought the news : 
And Wife men, guided by a Star, 
To feek the fun, are come from £ar: 
Gentiles have got the ttart of Jews. 

The Rable and the manger hide 
His glory from his own; but thefe 
Though Rrangers, his refplendent rays 
Of MajeRy divine bave fpied. 

Gold, frankincenfe, and myrrh, they give; 
And worfhipping him plainly fhow, 
That unto him they all things owe, 
By whofe free gift it is they live. 
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Though clouded in a veil of fleth, 
The fun of righteoufnefs appears, 
Melting cold cares, and fro[y fears, 
And making joys fpring up afrefl. 

O that lais light and influence, 
Would work effe&ually in me 
Another new Epiphany, 
Exhale, and elevate me hence : 

That, as my calling doth require, 
Star-like I may to others lhine; 
And guide theln to that lira divine, 
Whofe day-light never thall expire. 
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 3 2. The Pafllon, or Good Friday. 
HIS day my Saviour died : and do I lire ? 
What, hath not forrow flain me yet ? 
Did the immortal God vouchçafe to give 
His lire for mine, and do I fet 
More by my wretched lire, than he by his, 
So full of glory, and of blifs ? 

Did his free mercy, and mere love to me, 
Make him forfake his glorious throne, 
And mount a crofs, the ftage of infamy, 
That fo he might not die alone ; 
But dying fuffer more through grief and ihame, 
Than mortal men have power to naine ? 



344 çHE S I'NA G O G UE. 
And can ingratitude fo far prevail, 
To keep me living ftill ? Alas ! 
Methinks fome thorn out of his crown, fome nail, 
At leaft his fpear, might pierce, and pals 
Thorough, and thorough, till it rived mine heart, 
As the right death-deferving part. 

And doth he not expec"t it fhould be fo ? 
Would he lay down a price fo great, 
And not look that his purchafes fhould grow 
Accordingly ? Shall I defeat 
His jult defire ? O no, it cannot be : 
His death mtllt needs be death to me. 

NIy life's not mine, but his : for he did die 
That I might live : yet died fo, 
That being dead he was alive ; and I 
Thorough the gates of death mutt go 
To live with him : yea, to live by him here 
Is a part in his death to bear. 

Die then, dull foui, and if thou canflc not die, 
Diffolve thyfelf into a Sea 
Of living tears, whofe ftreams may ne'er go dry, 
Nor turned be another way, 
Till they bave drown'd ail joys, but thofe alone, 
Which forrow claimeth for its own. 

For forrow hath its joys: and I am glad 
That I would grieve, if I do not: 
But, if I neither could, nor would, be lad 
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And forrowful, this day, my lot 
Would be to grieve for ever, with a grief 
Uncapable of all relief. 
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No grief was like that, which he grieved for me, 
A greater grief than can be told: 
And like my grief for him no grief flmuld be, 
If I could grieve fo, as I would : 
But what I would, and cannot, he doth fee, 
And will accept, that died for me. 

Lord, as thy grief and death for me are lnine, 
For thou haft given them unto me; 
So my defires to grieve and die are thine, 
For they are wrought only by thee. 
Not for my £ike then, but thine own, be pleafed 
With that, which thou thytCf haft raitC. 

33" The Rcfurre&ion, or Eaer- 
 Day. 
IP, and away, 
Thy 8aviour's gone before. 
Why doOc thou ftay, 
Dull foui ? Behold, the door 
Is open, and his Precept bids thee rire, 
Whofe power bath vanquifl'd ail thine enemies. 

Say not, I live, 
Whilft in the grave thou lieft : 
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He that doth give 
Thee lire would have thee prize 't 
More highly than to keep it buried, where 
Thou canft hOt make the £ruits of it appear. 

Is rottennefs, 
And duft fo pleafant to thee, 
That happinetS, 
And heaven, cannot woo thee, 
To/hake thy thackles off, and leave behind thee 
Thofe fetters, which to death and hell do bind thee ? 

In vain thou fay'ft, 
Thou art buried xvith thy Saviour, 
If thou delayTt, 
To thow, by thy behaviour, 
That thou art rifen with him; Till thou flfine 
Like him, how canft thou fay his light is thine ? 

Early he roiC 
And with him brought the day, 
Which all thy foes 
Frighted out of the way : 
And wilt thou fluggard-like turn in thy bed, 
Till noon-fun beams draxv up thy drow£y head ? 

Open thine eyes, 
Sin-feized foui, and fee 
What cobweb-ties 
They are, that tralnmel thee; 
Not profits, pleal'ures, honours, as thou thinkett ; 
But loi's, pain, thame, at which thou vainly v«inkeft. 
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Ail that is good 
Thy Saviour dearly bought 
With his heart's blood ; 
And it muft there be fought, 
Where he keeps refidence, who rofe this day: 
Linger no longer then; up, and axvay. 
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34- The Afcenfion, or Holy 
 Thurfday. 
OUNT, mount, my foul, and climb, or rather 
With ail thy force on high, [fly 
Thy Saviour rofe hot only, but afcended ; 
And he rouit be attended 
Both in his conquett and his triumph too. 
His glories ftrongly woo 
His graces to them, and »viii not appear 
In their full luftre, until both be there, 

Where he now fits, not for himfelf alone, 
But that upon his throne 
All his redeemed may attendants be, 
Robed, and crown'd as he. 
Kings without Courtiers are lone men, they fay ; 
And dort thou think to ftay 
Behind on earth, whilft thy King reigns in heaven, 
Yet not be of thy happinefs bereaven ? 

Nothing that thou canft think worth having's here. 
Nothing is wanting there, 
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That thou canf wifla, to make thee truly blefL 
And, above all the re, 
Thy lire is hid with God in Jefus Chrif, 
Higher than what is high'fL 
O grovel then no longer here on earth, 
Where mifery every moment drowns thy mirth. 

But tower, my foui, and foar above the fkies, 
Where thy true treafure lies. 
Though with corruption, and mortality 
Thou clogg'd and pinion'd be; 
Yet thy fleet thoughts, and fprightly wiflaes, may 
Speedily glide away. 
To what thou can not reach, at lea afpire, 
Afcend, if hOt in deed, yet in defire. 

 3 5- Whit-Sunday. 
AY, ttartle hOt to hear that rufhing wind, 
Wherewith this place is t'haken : 
Attend a while, and thou lChalt quickly find, 
How much thou art mittaken ; 
If thou think here 
Is any caufe of fear. 

See thou not how on thofe twelve reverend heads 
Sit cloven tongues of tire ? 
And as the rumour of that wonder fpreads, 
The multitude admire 
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To fee it: and 
Yet more amazed Pcand 
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To hear at once fo great variety 
Of language from them corne, 
Of whom they dare be bold to tC they be 
Bred no where but at home, 
And never were 
In place fuch words to hear. 

Mock not, profane defpifers of the fpirit, 
At what's to you unknown : 
This earneff he hath lent, who muf inherit 
All nations as his own : 
That they may know 
How much to hiln they owe. 

Now that he is afcended up on high 
To his cele(tial throne, 
And hath led captive all captivity, 
He'll not receive alone, 
But likewife give 
Gifts unto all that live; 

To all that live by him, that they may be, 
In his due time, each one, 
Partakers with him in his vi&ory, 
Nor he triumph alone ; 
But take all his 
Unto him where he is. 
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To fit them for which bleffed ftate of glory, 
This is his agent here : 
To publifla to the World that happy ftory, 
Always, and every where, 
This refident 
Embaffador is lent. 

I Ieaven's lieger upon earth to counter-work 
The mines that Satan ruade, 
And bring to light thofe enemies, that lurk 
Under fin's gloomy flade : 
That hell may hot 
Still boaft what it hath got. 

Thus Babel's curfe, confufion, is retrieved ; 
Diverfity of" tongues 
By this divifion of the fpirit relieved : 
And to prevent all wrongs, 
One faith unites 
People of different rites. 

O let his entertainment then be fuch 
As doth him beft befit: 
Whatever he requireth think not much 
Freely to yield him it: 
For who doth this 
Reaps the firft-fruits of blifs. 
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N 36. Trinity Sunday. 
RACE, Wit, and Art, aflift me; for I fce 
The thbje(t of this day's folenmity 
So far exccls in worth, 
That fooner may 
I drain the fea, 
Or drive the day 
With light away, 
Than fully let it forth, 
Except you join all thrce to take my part, 
And chiefly Grace fill both my head and heart. 

Stay, bufy foui, prefume not to enquire 
Too much of what Angels can but adlnire, 
And never colnprehend : 
The Trinity 
In Unity, 
And Unity 
In Trinity, 
All reafon doth tranfcend. 
God Father, Son God, and God Holy Ghott, 
Who mort admireth, magnificth mort. 

And who mort magnifies beft underftands, 
And beft expreffeth what the heads, and hands, 
And hearts, of all men living, 
When mort they try 
To glorify, 
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And raire on high, 
Fall flaort, and lie, 
Groveling below : Man's giving 
Is but reftoring by retail, with lors, 
What £rom his God he firft received in grofs. 

Faith muft perform the office of invention, 
And Elocution, ftruck with apprehenfion 
Of wonder filence keep. 
Not tongues, but eyes 
Lift to the tkies 
In reverend wife, 
Beft folemnize 
This day : whereof the deep 
Myfterious fubjeCt lies out of the reach 
Of wit to learn, much more of Art to teach. 

Then write non Ultra here; Look not for leave 
To fpeak of what thou never canft conceive 
Worthily, as thou flaouldft : 
And it thall be 
Enough for thee, 
If none but he 
Himfelf doth fee, 
Though thou canft hot, thou wouldft 
Make his praife glorious, who is alone 
Thrice bleflC one in three, and three in one. 
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 3 7. Invitation. 
URN in, my Lord, turn in to me; 
Mine heart's a homely place; 
But thou cantt make corruption flee, 
And fill it with thy grace : 
So furniflaed it will be brave, 
And a rich dwelling thou fhalt have. 

It was thy lodging once before, 
It builded was by thee : 
But I to fin let ope the door, 
It render'd was by me. 
And fo thy building was defaced, 
And in thy roo,n another placed. 

But he ufurps, the right is thine : 
O difpoffefs him, Lord. 
Do thou but fay, this heart is mine, 
He's gone at the firtt word. 
Thy word's thy will, thy will's thy power, 
Thy time is always ; now's mine hour. 

Now fay to tin, depart : 
And, Son give me thine heart. 
Thou, that by faying, Let it be, didtt make it, 
Cantt, if thou wilt, by faying, Give't me, take it. 

A A 
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 3 8. Comfort in Extremity. 
LAS! my Lord is going, 
Oh my woe! 
It will be mine undoing ; 
If he go, 
I'll run and overtake him: 
If he kay, 
I'll cry aloud, and make hiln 
Look this way. 
O Ray, my Lord, my Love, 'ris I ; 
Colnfort me quickly, or I die. 

I a here. 
Mine all-jïcient merits 
Sl, all appear 
Before the tbrone of glo 7 
In thy flead : 
Tll put into thy j%ry 
lFhat I did. 
Lift up thin« ey««,fad foul, and fco 
7hy Saviour here. Lo, I ara l,e. 

Alas! flaall I prefent 
My finfulnefs 
To thee ? thou wilt relent 
The loathfomenefs. 
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Be hot ff/raid, l'll take 
Thy Sins on me, 
hM all my f avour make 
Wo fl, ine on thee. 
Lord, what thou'It bave me, tlou mut make me. 
As I bave ronde thee now, I take tlaee. 

 39- Refolution and Affurance. 
ORD, thou wilt love me. Wilt thou hot ? 
Bethrew that not: 
It was my fin begot 
That O.EePcion firPc : Yes, Lord, thou wilt : 
Thy blood was fpilt 
To wath away my guilt, 
Lord, I will love thee. Shall I hot ? 
Bethrexv that not. 
'Twas death's accurfed plot 
To put that quePcion; Yes, I xvill, 
Lord, love thee Rill, 
In fpite of ail my iii. 
Then lire, and love continue ll 
We flall, and will, 
My Lord and I, until, 
In his celettial hill, 
We love our fill, 
When he hath purged ail mine iii. 
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N 4 o. Vows broken and renewed. 
AID I not fo, that I would fin no more ? 
Witnefs my God, I did; 
Yet I ana run again upon the fcore : 
My faults cannot be hid. 
What flaall I do ? Make vows, and break them tIill ? 
'Twill be but labour loti ? 
My good cannot prevail againtI naine ill : 
The bufinefs will be croR. 

O, fay not fo: thou canR not tell what ttrength 
Thy God may give thee at the length : 
Renew thy vows, and if thou keep the latI, 
Thy God will pardon all that's part. 
Vow, whiltt thou canR; while thou cantt vow, 
thou maytI 
Perhaps perform it, xvhen thou thinkeR leaR. 

Thy God hath not denied thee all, 
WhilR he permits thee but to call: 
Call to thy God for grace to keep 
Thy vows; and if thou break them, weep. 
Weep for thy broken vows, and vow again : 
Vows ruade with tears cannot be Rill in vain. 
Then once again 
I vow to mend my ways; 
Lord, fay Amen, 
And thine be all the praife. 
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 4I" CollftlfiOi1. 
HOW my mind 
Is gravell'd ! 
Not a thought, 
That I can find, 
But's ravell'd 
Ail to nought. 
Short cnds of threads, 
And narrow lhreds 
Of lifts, 
Knots fnarled ruffs, 
Loofe broken tufts 
Of twifts, 
Are my torn meditation's ragged clothing, 
Which, wound and woven thape a t'uit for nothing : 
One while I think, and then I ara in pain 
To think how to unthink that thought again. 

How can my foui 
But famifh 
With this food ? 
Pleafure's full bowl 
Tartes rami(h, 
Taints the blood. 
Profit picks bones, 
And chews on ftones 
That choke : 
Honour climbs hills, 
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Fats not, but fills 
With £moke. 
_And whili my thoughts are greedy upon the£e, 
They pais by pearls, and ioop to pick up pea£e. 
Such walh and draff is fit for none but £wine : 
_And £uch I ara hot, Lord, if I ara thine. 
Clothe lne anew, and feed me then afrefll ; 
El£e my £oul dies £amifh'd, and 9carved with fle(h. 

42. A Paradox. 
 THE WORSE THE BETTERo 
IELCOME mine health  this fickne£s makes 
nie well. 
Medicines adieu : 
When with difea£es I have ligc to dwell, 
l'Il wi(h for you. 

Welcome my Pcrength: this weaknefs makes me able. 
Powers adieu : 
When I ara weary grown of Pcanding Pcable, 
l'Il with for you. 

Welcome my wealth : this lors hath gain'd nie more. 
Riches adieu : 
When I again grow greedy to be poor, 
I'll with for vou. 
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Welcome my credit : this difgrace is glory. 
Honours adieu : 
When for renown, and faine I lhall be forry, 
I'll wiih for you. 
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Welcome content: this forrow is lny joy. 
Pleafures adieu: 
When I defire fuch griefs as may annoy, 
Fil wilh for you. 

Health, ftrength, and riches, credit, and content, 
Are fpared beR, tbmetimes, xvhen they are fpent : 
Sicknefs and weaknefs, lo£% difgrace, and forrow, 
Lend mort fometimes, when they feem lnOtt to 
borrow. 
Bleft be that hand, that helps by hurting, gives 
By taking, by forfaking me relieves. 
If in my fall my rifing be thy will, 
Lord, I will fay, The wopfi" the better flilL 
I'll fpeak the Paradox, maintain thou it, 
And let thy grace fupply my vant of wit. 
Leave me no learning that a man may fee, 
So I may be a fcholar unto thee. 
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 43. Inrnates. 
HOUSE I had (a heart, I mean), fo wide, 
And full of fpacious rooms on every ride, 
That viewing it I thought I might do well, 
Rather than keep it void, and make no gain, 
Of what I could hot ufe, to entertain 
Such guefts as came : I did ; But what befell 
Me qtfickly in that courre, I figh to tell. 

A guef I had (alas! I have her fill) 
A great big bellied gtlef, enough to fill 
The vaf content of hell, Corruption. 
By entertaining her, I lof my right 
To more than ail the world hath now in fight. 
Each day, each hour, almof, the brought forth 
Olle, 
Or other baie begot Tranfgreflion. 

The charge grew great. I, that had lof before 
Ail that I had, xvas forced noxv to fcore 
For all the charges of their maintenance 
In dooms-day book : Whoever knew't would fay 
The leat fuln there was more than I could pay, 
When firt 'twas due, befides continuance, 
Which could not choofe but much the debt en- 
hance. 
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To eafe me firflc I wifla'd her to remove : 
But fhe would not. I fued her then above, 
And begg'd the Court of heaven but in vain 
To car her out. No, I could not evade 
The bargain, which flae pleaded I had made, 
That, whilft both lived, I flaould entertain, 
At mine own charge, both her and all her train. 

No help then, but or I mufle die or fhe ; 
And yet my death of no avail would be : 
For one death I had died already then, 
When firflc fhe lived in me : and now to die 
Another death again were but to tie, 
And twiflc them both into a third, which when 
It once bath feized on, never loofeth men. 

Her death might be my lire ; but her to kill 
I, of myfelf, had neither poxver nor will. 
So defperate was my cafe. \Vhilflc I delay'd, 
My gueft flcill teem'd, my debts flcill greater grew ; 
The lefs I had to pay, the more was due. 
The more I knew, the more I was afraid : 
The more I mufed, the more I was difmay'd. 

At laf I learn'd, there was no way but one : 
A friend muf do it for me. He a!one, 
That is the Lord of lire, by dying can 
Save men from death, and kill Corruption : 
And many years ago the deed was done, 
His heart was pierced ; out of his ride there ran 
Sins' corrofives, refltoratives for man. 
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This precious balm I begg'd, for pity's £ake, 
_At mercy's gate : where Faith alone may take 
What Grace and Truth do offer liberally. 
Bounty laid, Corne. I heard it, and believed; 
None ever there complain'd but was relieved. 
Hope waiting upon Faith laid inftantly, 
That thenceforth I flaould live, Corruption die. 

And fo flae died, I live. But yet, alas! 
We are hOt parted : She is where fhe xvas, 
Cleaves fatt unto me ttill, looks thro' naine eyes, 
Speaks in my tongue, and mufeth in my mind, 
Works with naine hands : ber body's left behind, 
Although her foul be gone. My miferies 
Ail flow flore hence ; from hence my woes arife. 

I loathe myfelf, becaufe I leave her not; 
Yet cannot leave ber. No, fhe is my lot, 
Now being dead, that living was my choice ; 
And ill, though dead, the both conceives and bears, 
Many faults daily, and as many fears : 
Ail xvhich for vengeance call xvith a loud voice, 
And drown my comforts with their deadly noire. 

Dead bodies kept unburied quickly ftink 
And putrefy. How can I then but think 
Corruption noifome, even mortified ? 
Though fuch lhe were before, yet fuch to me 
She feemed not. Kind fools can never fee, 
Or will not credit, until they bave tried, 
That fi'iendly looks oft falfe intents do bide. 
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But mortified Corruption lies unmafk'd, 
Blabs her own £ecret filthinefs unalk'd, 
To all that underRand her. That do none 
In whom lChe lires embraced with dclight : 
She firR of all deprives theln of their fight; 
Then dote they on her, as upon their own, 
And Oie to them tCms beautiful alone. 
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Butwoeisme! Onepartofmeisdead; 
The other lives : Yet that which lives is led, 
Or rather carried captive unto fin, 
By the dead part. I ana a living grae, 
And a dead body I within laie have. 
The wortWpart of the better, oit doth vin: 
And, when I lhould bave ended, I begin. 

The fcent would choke me, were it not that grace 
8ometimes vouchfafeth to perfume the place 
With odours of the fpirit, which do eafe me, 
And counterpoife Corruption. Bleffed Spirit, 
Although eternal torments be my merit, 
And of myfelf Tranfgre(fions only pleafe me, 
Add grace enough being revived to raire me. 

Challenge thine own. Let not intruders hold 
AgainR thy right, what to my wrong I t01d. 
Having no Rate myfelf, but tenancy, 
And tenancy at will, what could I grant 
That is not voided, if thou fay, avaunt ! 
O fpeak the word, and make thefe inmates flee: 
Or, which is one, take me to dwell with thee. 
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 44- The Curb. 
EACE, rebel thought" dort thou hot know 
My God, is here ? [thy King, 
Cannot his prefence, if no other thing, 
Make thee forbear ? 
Or were he abfent, all the ftanders by 
Are but his fpies : 
And well he knows, if thou flaouldft it deny, 
Thy words were lies. 
If others will hot, yet I muft, and will, 
Myfelf complain. 

My God, e'en now a bafe rebellious thought 
Began to move, 
And fubt'ly twining with me would have wrought 
Me from thy love: 
Fain he would have me to believe, that fin 
And thou might both 
Take up my heart together for your Inn, 
And neither loathe 
The other's company: a while fit ftill, 
And part again. 

Tell me, my God, how this may be redreft : 
The fault is great, 
And I the guilty party have confeft, 
I muft be beat. 
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And I réfufe not puniflment for this, 
Though to my pain ; 
So I may learn to do no more amifs, 
Nor fin again : 
Corre& me, if thou wilt ; but teach me then, 
\Vhat I fllall do. 
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Lord of my lire, methinks I heard thee fay, 
That labour's eafed : 
The fault, that is confeff'd, is done away, 
And thou art pleafed. 
How can I fin again, and wrong thee then, 
That doft relent, 
And ceafe thine anger traight, as foon as men 
Do but repent ? 
No, rebel thought; for if thou move again, 
I'll tell that too. 

 45- The Lofs. 
HE match is ruade 
Between my Love and me: 
And therefore glad 
And merry now I'll be. 
Corne, glory, crown 
My head ; 
And, pleafures, drown 
My bed 
Of thorns in down. 
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Sorrow, be gone; 
Delight 
And joy alone 
Befit 
My honey-moon. 
Be packing now, 
You cumbçrous cares, and fears : 
Mirth will allow 
No room to tighs and tears. 
Whilft thus I lay, 
As ravilh'd with delight, 
heard one fay, 
So fools their friends requite. 
knew the voice, 
My Lord's, 
And at the noife 
His words 
Did make, arofe. 
look'd, and fpied 
Each where, 
And loudly cried, 
My dear ; 
But none reilied : 
Then to my grief 
I found my love was gone, 
Without relief, 
Leaving me all alone. 
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 46. The Search. 
HITHER, oh! whither is my Lord de- 
parted ? 
What can my love, that is fo tender-hearted, 
Forfake the foui, which once he thorough darted, 
As ifit never finarted ? 

No, fure my love is here, if I could find him: 
He that fills all ca,a leave ,ao place behind hi,n. 
But oh! my fenfes are too weak to wind him : 
Or elle I do hot mind him. 

O no, I mind him not fo as I ought; 
Nor feek hi,n fo as I by him was fought, 
When I had loti myfelf: he dearly bought 
Me, that was fold for nought. 

But I have wounded him, that made me round ; 
Loti hi,n again, by who,n I firflc was found : 
Him, that exalted me, bave car to the ground ; 
My ri,as his blood bave drown'd. 

Tell ,ne, oh! tell me, (thou alone canflc tell) 
Lord of my life, where thou art gone to dwell : 
For, in thy abfence heaven itfelf is hell: 
Without thee none is well. 
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Or, if thou beeft not gone, but only hideft 
Thy prefence in the place where thou abideft, 
Teach me the facred art, which thou provideft 
For all them, whom thou guideft, 

To feek and find thee by. Elle here I'll lie, 
Until thou find me. If thou let me die, 
That only unto thee for lire do cry, 
Thou dieft as well as I. 

For, if thou live in me, and I in thee, 
Then either both alive, or dead muft be : 
At leaft I'll lay my death on thee, and fee 
If thou wilt not agree. 

For, though thou be the Judge thyfelf, I have 
Thy promife for it, which thou canflt not wave, 
That who falvation at thine hands do crave, 
Thou wilt not rail to lave. 

Oh! feek, and find me then ; or elle deny 
Thy truth, thyfelf. Oh! thou that canft not lie, 
Show thyfelf conftant to thy word, draw nigh. 
Find me. Lo, here I lie. 

 47. The Return. 
O, now my love appears ; 
My tears 
Have clear'd naine eyes: I tC 
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'Tis he. 
Thanks, bleflC Lord, thine abfence was my hcll; 
And, now thou art returned, I alll well. 

By this I fee I mutt 
Not trutt 
My joys unto mytCf: 
This thelf, 
Of too fecure, and too prefimptuous pleaçure, 
Had ahnoft funk my flip, and drown'd my trealire. 

Who would have tlaought a joy 
So coy 
To be offended fo, 
And go 
So fiddenly away ? As if enjoying 
Ft, ll pleafire and contentment, xvere annoying, 

Hereafter I had need 
Take heed. 
Joys, amongtt other things, 
Have vings, 
And watch their opportunities of flight, 
Converting in a moment day to night. 

But, is 't enough for me 
To be 
Inftru6ted to be wife ? 
l'll rire, 
And read a lecCture unto them that are 
Willing to learn, how comfort dwells with care 
B B 
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He that his joys would keep 
Muft weep ; 
And in the brine of tears 
And fears 
MuR pickle them. That powder will preferve" 
Faith with repentance is the foul's conferve. 

Learn to make much of care: 
A rare 
And precious balçaln 'tis 
For blifs ; 
\Vhich oft refides, where mirth xvith forrow meets : 
Heavenly joys on earth are bitter-fweets. 

 4 8. Inundations. 
E talk of Nbah's flood, as of a wonder ; 
And well we may; 
The Scriptures fay, 
The water did prevail, the hills were under, 
And nothing could be feen but Sea. 

And yet there are two other floods furpafs 
That flood, as far, 
As heaven one Rar, 
Which many men regard, as little, as 
The ordinarieR things that are. 
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The one is fin, the other is thlvation : 
And we rouit need 
Confe fs indeed, 
That either of them is an inundation, 
Which doth the deluge far exceed. 

37  

In Noah's flood he and lais houfehold livcd : 
And there abode 
A whole Ark-load 
Of other creatures, that were then reprieved : 
Ail thfely on the waters rode. 

But when fin came, it overflmved ail, 
And lcft none fi'ee: 
Nay, even he, 
That knew no fin, could not releafe my thrall, 
But that he was ruade fin for me ; 

And, when falvation came, my Saviour's blood 
Drown'd tin again, 
With ail its train 
Of evils, overflowing them with good, 
With good that ever thall remain. 

O, let there be one other inundation, 
Let grace o'erflow 
In my foul fo, 
That thankfulnefs may level with filvation, 
And forrow fin rnay overgrow. 
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Then will I praife my Lord and Saviour fo, 
That Angel's flaall 
Admire man's fall, 
When they lqaall £ee God's greateflc glory grow, 
Where Satan thought to root out all. 

 49-Sin. 
liN, I would fain define thee; but thou art 
An uncouth thing : 
Ail that I bring 
To flaow thee fully, thows thee but in part. 

I call thee the tranfgreflion of the Law, 
And yet I read 
That tin is dead 
Without the Law; and thence its frength doth draw. 

I fay thou art the Ring of death. 'Tis true : 
And yet I find 
Death cornes behind : 
The work is done before the pa) be due. 

I fay thou art the devil's work; Yet he 
8hould much rather 
Call thee tZather ; 
For he had been no devil but for thee. 
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What flaall I call thee then ? If death and devil, 
Right underrood, 
Be names too good, 
l'll £ay thou art the quinteffence of evil. 

 5o- Travels at Home. 
FT have I wifh'd a traveller to be" 
Mine eyes did even itch the fights to fee, 
That I had heard and read of. Oft I bave 
Been greedy of occation, as the grave, 
That never fays, enough ; yet/till xvas crott, 
When opportunities had promitèd mo/t. 
At la/t I laid, what mean'/t thou, wandering 
To/traggle thus ? Go travel fir/t thyfclf. 
Thy little world can flmw thee xvonders great : 
The greater may bave more, but not lnore neat 
And curious pieces. Search, and thou thalt find 
Enough to talk of. If thou wilt, thy mind 
Europe fupplies, and Afia thy will, 
And Afric thine affe&ions. And if ttill 
Thou lift to travel further, put thy fenfes 
For both the Indies. Make no more pretences, 
Of new difcoveries, whilft yet thine mvn, 
And neareft, little world is/till unknown. 
Away then with thy quadrants, compaffes, 
Globes, tables, cards, and maps, and minute glaffes : 
Lay by thy journals, and thy diaries, 
Clore up thine annals, and thine hiftories. 
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Study thyfelf, and read what thou haft writ 
In thine oxvn book, thy confcience. Is it fit 
To labour after other knowledge fo, 
And thine own neareft, deareft, felf hot know ? 
Travels abroad both dear and dangerous are, 
Whilft oft the foul pays for the body's rare : 
Travels at home are cheap, and rare. Salvation 
Cornes mountcd on the wings of meditation. 
H« that doth lire at borne, azd learns to know 
God ad hi»{Ièlf, eedeth ,oJùrther go. 

 5 I. The Journey. 
IFE is ajourney. From our mothers' wombs, 
As houles, we let out : and in our tombs, 
As Inns, we rePc, till it be time to rire. 
'Twixt rocks and gulfs our narrow foot-path lies : 
Haughty prefumption and hell-deep defpair 
Make our way dangerons, though feeming fair. 
The world, with its enticelnents fleek and fly, 
Slabbers our Reps, and lnakes them tlippery. 
The fleth, xvith its corruptions, clogs our feet, 
And burdens us xvith loads of luPcs unmeet. 
The devil where we tread, doth t]read his fnares, 
And xvith telnptations takes us unawares. 
Our footPceps are our thoughts, our xvords, oui 
works : 
Theçe carry us along; in the£e there lurks 
Envy, lult, avarice, ambition, 
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The crooked turnings to perdition. 
One while we creep anaongt the thorny brakes 
Of wordly profits; and the devil takes 
Delight to £ee us pierce our£elves with £orrow 
To-day, by thinking what may be to-morrow. 
Another while we wade, and wallow in 
Puddles of plea£ure : and we never lin 
Daubing our£elves, with dirty damn'd delights, 
Till £elf-begotten pain our plea£ure frights. 
Sometimes we £cramble to get up the banks 
Of icy honour ; and we break our ranks 
To tep before our fellows ; though, they £y, 
He foonet tireth, that till-leads the way. 
Sometimes, when others jule and provoke us, 
We ir that dut ourièlves, that £erves to choke us ; 
And raire thofe tempetts of contention, xvhich 
Blow us befide the way into the ditch. 
Our minds thould be our guides ; but they are blind : 
Our wills outrun our wits, or lag behind. 
Our furious paffions, like unbridled jades, 
Hurry us headlong to the infernal thades. 
If God be not our guide, our guard, our friend, 
Eternal death will be our journey's end. 

N 5 e. Engines. 
EN often find, when nature's at a tand, 
And bath in vain tried all her utmott ttrength, 
That Art, her Ape, can reach her out a hand, 
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To piece ber powers with to a full length. 
And may hot grace have means enough in fore 
Wherewith to do as much as that, and more ? 

She may: fle hath engines of evcry kind, 
To xvork, xvhat Art and Nature, when they viexv, 
Stupendous miracles of wonder find, 
And yet muf needs acknowledge to be true; 
So far tranlizending all their power and lnight, 
That they alnazed t[and e'en at tlae fight. 

Take but three infances ; faith, hope, and love. 
Souls help'd by the pert]eive glafs of f'aith 
Are able to perceive what is above 
The reach of reafon : yea, the Scripture faith, 
E'en him that is invifible behold, 
And future things, as if they'd been of old. 

Faith looks into the fecret Cabinet 
Of God's eternal Counfels, and doth fee 
Such mytteries of glory there, as let 
Believing hearts on longing, till they be 
Transform'd to the faine image, and appear 
So alter'd, as if themfelves xvere there. 

Faith can raire earth to heaven, or draw dmvn 
Heaven to earth, make both extremes to meet, 
Felicity and mifery, can crown 
Reproach with honour, feafon four with fweet. 
Nothing's impoffible to faith : a man 
May do all things that he believes he can. 
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Hope £ounded upon £aith can raiçe the heart 
Above itçelç in expe&ation 
Of what the çoul deiireth t'or its part: 
Then, when îts tilne of tranfinîgration 
Is delay'd longeP, yet as patiently 
To wait, as if 'twere ançwcr'd by and by. 
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When grief unwieldy grows, hope can abate 
The bulk to what proportion it will: 
So that a large circumference of late 
A little centre thall not reach to fill. 
Nor that, which giant-like before did ttrotlt, 
Be able with a pigmy's pace to hold out. 

Hope can difperfe the thickeft clouds of night, 
That fear hath overfpread the foul xvithal ; 
And make the darkett thadows flfine as bright 
As the Sun-beams fpread on a filver wall. 
Sin-flaaken fouls Hope anchor-like holds fteady, 
When ftorm and tempetts make them more than 
giddy. 

Love led by faith, and fed with hope, is able 
To travel through the world's wide wildernet ; 
And burdens feeming mort intolerable 
Both to take up, and bear with cheerfulnefs. 
To do, or fuffer, what appears in fight 
Extremely heavy, love will make mott light. 

Yea, what by men is done, or fuffered, 
Either for God, or elle for one another, 
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Though in itfelf it be much blemiflled 
With many imperfecCtions, which fmother, 
And drown, the worth, and weight of it ; yet, fall 
What will, or can, love makes amends for all. 

Love doth unite, and knit, both make, and keep 
Things one together, which were otherwife, 
Or would be both diverfe, and ditant. Deep, 
High, long, and broad, or whatlbever fize 
Eternity is of, or happinefs, 
Love comprehends it all, be 't more or lefs. 

Give me this threefold cord of graces then, 
Faith, hope, and love, let theln pofl-efs mine heart, 
And gladly I'll relign to other men 
Ail I can claim by nature or by art. 
To lnount a foui, and make it ftill ftand ftable, 
ThetWare alone Engines incomparable. 
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 HERBERT is a true poet,'but a poetfùi generis, the 
merits of whofe poems will never be felt without a 
 fympathy with the mind and chara&er of the man. To 
appreciate this volume, it is hot enough that the reader 
poffeffes a cultivated judgment, claflical tare, or even poetic fenil- 
bility, unlefs he be likewife a Chrijtian, and both a zealous and an 
orthodox» both a devout and a devotional, ChriRian. But even this 
will hot quite fuffice. He mur be an affe&ionate and dutiful 
child of the Church» and from habit, convi&io, b and a conffitutional 
predifpofition to ceremonioufnefs, in plety as in manners, find her 
forms and ordinances aids of religion, hOt fources of formality ; for 
religion is the element in which he lives, and the region in which 
he moves. 
The Church» fay rather, the Churchmen of En.gland under the 
firff two çtuars» have been charged with a yearning after the 
RomiIh fopperies and even the Papiffic ufurpations, but we thall 
decide more corre&ly» as well as more charitably» if for the RomiIh 
and Papiffic we fubffitute the Patrljtic leaven. There even was 
{natural enough from thdr diRinguithed learning» and knowledge 
of ecclefiaffical antiquities) an overrating of the Church and of the 
Fathers» for the firR rive or even fix centuries; the lines on the 
Egyptian monks, « Holy Macarius and great nthony" [p. ..oE] 
fupply a Rriking inRance and illuffration of this. 
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P. I2, laf[ f[anza. I do not underfand this fanza. 
P- 43- " My fleih began unto my foul in pain.' Either a mif- 
print, or a noticeable idiom of the word " began ?' Yes ! and a 
very beautiful idiom itis ;--the fir colloquy or addrefs of the 
fie fb. 
P- 47- ' XVith an exa& and mof particular truf,' &c. I find 
few hiorical fa&s fo difficult of folution as the continuance, in 
Protefotifm, of this anti-Scriptural fupcrffition. 
P- 57- ' This verfe marks that,' &c. The fpiritual unity of the 
Bible-the order and connexion of organic fi»rms, in which the 
unity of lire is fhown though as widely difperfed in the world ofthe 
mere fight as the text. 
P. 57- ' Then, as difperfed herbs do watch a potion.' Some 
mifprint. 
P- 93" ' A box where,' &c. NefL 
P- 97" ' Diffinguifhed.' I underfand this but imperfe&ly. Dif- 
tinguifhed--they form an ifland ? and the next lines refer perhaps 
to the then belief that all fruits grow and are nourifhed by water ? 
but then how is the afcending fap « our cleanlinefs ?" 
P. 15 I. ' But he doth bid ustakehisbloodforwine.' Naythe 
contrary ; take wine tobe blood, and rb« blood of a man who died 
18oo years ago. This is the faith which even the Church of Eng- 
land demands ; for Confubf[antiation only adds a myfery to that of 
Tranfubfantiation, which it implies. 
P. I8 9.  The Flower.' .d delicious poem. 
P. I8 9.  The late-paf[ froids tributes of pleafure bring.' 
Epitritus primus + Da&yl + Trochee + a long monofyllable, 
which together with the paufe intervening between it and the pre- 
ceding trochee, equals , ,-, % forma pleafing variety in the Penta- 
meter Iambic with rhymes. Ex. gr. 
Thê lte pft frSts I tribfitês f ] pleffire bring. 
]XT. B. Firt, the difference between  -' ]  and an amphimacer 
 '-'  ] and this not always or neceffarily arifing out of the latter 
being one word. It may even confif ofthree words : yet the effe& 
be the lame. It is the paufe that makes the difference. Secondly', 
the expediency if not neceffity that the firf fyllable both of the 
Da&yl and the Trochee fhould be fhort by quantity, and only long 
by force of accent or pofitionthe Epitrite being true lengtbs. 
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XVhether the laf fyllable be long or flaort, the force of the rhymes 
renders indifferent. 
P. 189.  As if there were nofuch cold thing." Had been no fuch 
thing. 
P. 195.  That choice,' &c. Their. 
P. 198.  E'en in my enemies' fight.' Foemen's. 
P. 2x6.  That they in merlt flaall excel.' I flaould not have ex- 
pe&ed from Herbert fo open an avowal of Romanifm in the article 
of merit. In the faine fpirit is holy A/Iacarius and great tntbony, 
p. 220.* 
P. 317.  Although itbe oftuch.' 'uch rhymingtomuch, from 
the German tuct% cloth ;--I never met with it before, as an Englifh 
word. So I find platt for foliage in Stanley's Hi9c. of Philofophy, 
p. 22. 
P. 332.  Though bifhops without prefbyteries many.' An in- 
9cance of proving too much. 
P" 333" ' To feveral perfons,' &c. Fun&ions of rimes, but hot 
perfons, of neceffity .? Ex. Biflaop to Archbifhop. 
P- 335.  That he loves God, or heaven, or happinefs.' Equally 
unthinking and uncharitable ;--I approve of them ;-but yet re- 

* The Rev. Dr. Blifs bas kindly furnifhed the following judicious 
remark and which is proved to be corre&, as the word is printed 
 heare' in the firf edition (1633). He fays, « Let me take this 
opportunity of mentioning what a very learned and able friend 
pointed out on this note. The fa& is, Coleridge has been mitled by 
an error ofthe prefs. 
XVhat others mean to do, I know not well, 
Yet I here tell, &c. &c. 
flaould be hear tell. The fenfe is then obvious, and Herbert is not 
made to do that which he was the latk man in the world to have 
done, namely, to avow ' Romanifm in the article of merit ' on the 
contrary, he fhys, although I know not the intention of others, yet I 
am told that there are who will plead their freedom from fin and the 
excellence oftheir own deeds--not fo with me, 7¢hen my account is 
called for, fo far from laying claire to any merit, I fhall at once ten- 
der the New Tegcament, by which we learn that Chri_/t hath taken 
upon himfelfour fins. Herbert does not avow the article ofmerit  
he hears that fome do, but refolves ç that to decline.'" 
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member Roman Catholic idolatry, and that it originated in fuch high 
flown metaphors as thefe. 
P- 335. ' The Sabbath, or Lord's Day.' Make it fenfe, and lofe 
the rhyfiae ; or make it rhyme, and lofe the fenfe. 
P- 339. ' The Nativity,' &c. The only poem in the Synagogue 
which poffeffes poetic merit i with a few changes and additions this 
would be a ttriking poem. 
Mr. C. propofes to fubttitute the following for the fifth to the 
eighth line : 
To fheath or blunt one happy ray, 
That wins new tlcndour from the day. 
This day that gives the power to rire, 
And fhine on hearts as well as eyes : 
This birth-day of ail fouls when firf 
On eyes of flefh and blood did burf 
That primal great lucific light 
That rays to thee, to us gave fight. 
P. 348.  Vhitfunday.' The fpiritual miracle was the defcent of 
the Holy Ghof : the outward the wind and the tongues ; and fo 
St. Peter himfelf explains it. That each individual obtained the 
power of fpeaking all languages, is neither contained in, nor fairly 
deducible from, St. Luke's account. 
P- 35 x-  Ail reafon doth tranfcend," Mof true; but hOt con- 
tradigt. Reafon is to faith, as the eye to the telefcope. 

Mr. Coleridge, in his Biograpbia Literaria, after quoting fome 
ttanzas from Chaucer's 7roilus and Creffida, fays," Another exqui- 
rite matter of this fpecies of ttyle, where the fcholar and the poet 
fupplies the material, but the perfecCt well-bred gentleman the 
expreflîons and the arrangements is Gerge Herbert. As from the 
nature ofthe fubjecCt, and the two frequent quaintnefs ofthe thoughts, 
his Temple ; or Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations are com- 
paratively but little known, I l'hall extracCt two poems. The firtt is 
a fonnet, equally admirable for the weight, number, and expreflion 
of the thoughts, and for the fimple dignity of the language (unlefs 
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indeed a faf[idious rafle flaould obje& to the latter hall of the fixth 
line) ; the fecond is a poem of greater length, which I have chofen 
not only for the prefent purpofe, but likewife as a frriking example 
and illufrration of an affertion hazarded in a former page of thefe 
tketches : namely, that the chara&erifric fault of our elder poets is 
the reverfe of that, which difringuifnes too many of our recent verfi- 
fiers ; the one conveying the moPc fantafic thoughts in the moPc 
correc'-t and natural language ; the other in the mof fantafric lan- 
guage conveying the mof trivial thoughts. The latter is a riddle 
of words ; the former an enigma of thoughts. The one reminds 
me of an odd paffage in Drayton's Ideas : 

SONNET IX. 

As other men, fo I myfelf do mule, 
,Vhy in this fort I wrefr invention fo; 
And why thefe giddy metaphors I ufe, 
Leaving the path the greater part do go ? 
I will refolve you : I ara lunatic .t 

The other recalls a ffill odder paffage in the Synagogue : or tbe 
Shadow of the 76mple, a conne&ed feries of poems in imitation of 
Herbert's Temple, and in fome editions annexed toit : 

0 ! how my mind, &c. p. 357" 

Immediately after thefe burlefque paffages, I cannot proceed to the 
extra&s promifed, without changing the ludicrous tone of feeling by 
the interpofition of the three following franzas of Herbert's : 

VIRTUE. 
Sweet day, &c. p. 92. 

THE BOSOM SIN. 
Lord, with what care, &c. p. 41. 

LOVE UNKNO'VN. 
Dear friend, fit down, &c. p. 144. 
Vide Biographia Literaria, vol. 2. p. 98. 



384 NOTES BY" COLERIDGE. 
The beff and m;f forcible fenfe of" a word is of"ten that which is 
contained in its Etymology. The author of the Poems (the 8yna- 
gogue), f"requently aflïxed to tterbert's Temple, gives the original 
purport of" the word Integrity, in the f"ollowing lines of" the fourth 
anza of the eighth poem ; 
Next to Sincerity, remember till, 
Thou mu9c refolve upon Integrity. 
God will bave all thou hagc, thy mind, thy will, 
Thy thoughts, thy words, thy works. 

And again, after fome verres on conffancy and humility, the poem 
concludes with-- 

He that defires to fee 
The face of God, in his religion muff 
Sincere, entlre, confiant, and humble be. 

Having mentioned the name of Iff,'rbert, that model of a man, a 
gentleman, and a clergyman, let me add, that the quaintnefs of fome 
of his thoughts, hOt of his di&ion, than which nothing can be more 
pure, manly, and una:&ed, has blinded modern readers to the great 
general merit of his poems, which are for the moff part exquifite in 
their kind. he Friend, vol. i. p. 53, edit. I837. 

FINIS. 

C. ,VHITTINGHAM CHISWICK. 



